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FEMBOY REFORM SCHOOL
Part Six—Graduation


The girls of the Femboy Reform School have been taught all they need to know to become the obedient, sexy, seductive young women they were born to be.  Their bodies have been transformed, enhanced, their minds corrupted, and they have been reborn as brazen, wanton, flirtatious school-girls, eager to enjoy the new pleasures they have discovered.
Return to class with Cammy, Amanda, Jessica, and Kristi as they are given their final exams before graduation, rejoin your favourite good girls as they show off all they have learned and as they demonstrate the skills they have mastered.  Just what does the mysterious graduation process entail, and just what form does the last, most important test take?  Who will pass?  Will anyone fail?
With more opportunity for fun and debauchery, the girls throw themselves into their final exams, making sure to do their absolute best to impress.  Featuring more sexy tasks, more inventive, devious, seductive adventures, not even the most stubborn, wilful girl can resist the lessons of the Femboy Reform School… so give in to the pleasure and embrace your inner slut.
There is no escape from the Femboy Reform School—the only way out is to accept the naughty, deviant girl within, embrace the new, humiliating cravings, and relish in the forbidden pleasures… the only way out is to submit, become a sexy submissive school girl.  Learn to be the best, naughtiest girl you can be, and embrace the sexy, kinky woman you were always meant to become… only then will you learn just what bright, joyful, wonderful, pleasure filled futures await the girls who graduate from the Femboy Reform School.




Chapter One
The girls were almost effervescent with excitement, nerves, anticipation.  This was it, what it had all been for, they were going to graduate the Femboy Reform School.  There was just one final week to get through, one final, mysterious, almost ominous test, and then… the fabled, much anticipated graduation ceremony.
If they could make it through this week, if they could pass, prove they had become proper, sexy, slutty school girls, if they could show they had been properly transformed, that they had remembered and taken to heart all the school had tried to teach them, if they could show that they had been permanently changed from cute, shy, timid, uncertain femboys into sultry, confident, brazen, sensual, flirtatious sluts, then they would get to leave and begin their new lives outside of the school.
That thought both thrilled and terrified the girls.  The school had been their home for so long now, the girls growing close, like a family almost, and within the school’s confines they had changed so much, been nurtured, transformed, corrupted, to become the wonderfully bright, giddy, happy school girls they now were.  The thought of leaving it, returning to the world where they had all previously lived as unhappy, shy, lost pretty boys, scared them… they all loved their new lives now, their new bodies, the fun and pleasure the Femboy Reform School had shown them, and they did not want to leave their lives of lessons, rewards, and punishments behind, even though, at the beginning, the process of being forced to become slutty girls had seemed almost frightening.
But… there was a sense of adventure and hope about their futures now.  Returning to the world would mean beginning their new lives, as adventurous, sexy, playful girls, embracing the new careers the Femboy Reform School had been training them for, enjoying meeting new people as the girls they were always meant to be, going on dates, going to clubs, dancing, flirting, meeting men and women that would want to play with them.
All they had to do was pass this final test and then, at graduation, they would learn what lay ahead for them, what their futures held.  At graduation they would learn where they were going, where they would be working, what their new lives would be like.
However the entire ceremony was shrouded in mystery and mystique, with only whispered rumours informing about the lives graduated girls got to live, the wonderful things the school gifted to those who graduated, the joy and happiness they experienced once they left.  Cammy, Jessica, Amanda, Kristi and all the other girls in their senior class had spent hours, days imagining what the fabled ceremony would be like, but none of they knew anything for certain.
If they wanted to learn what it was like, what lives the school had lined up for them, there was only one way—pass their final test.
 

“I just… I’m nervous, about failing and about passing.  I mean… I like it here, with you.  I’m happy here and I don’t think I want to leave, but at the same time I want to show that I’ve learned, that I’ve grown, that I’ve become a good girl.  It’s all… it’s all almost too much.”  Kristi said to Amanda.
Amanda smiled, nodding, holding her best friend’s hand, blushing as the pair walked to class, their heels clicking as they bustled along behind Cammy and Jessica and the other girls.
They were all dressed in their tiny, sexy school uniforms, so much more outrageous than the ones they’d worn when they’d first arrived, skirts so short that their fat, round asses were clearly on display, long legs clad in stockings and suspenders or long socks, their blouses tight over heavy, full tits, cute high heels, so that they all looked more like porn stars or strippers than school girls.
“I know exactly what you mean.  I feel the same way.  I mean… I can’t imagine being apart from you, but… well, we just have to do our best, and see what the school has in mind for us.  After we leave I’m sure we’ll be able to still see each other and, well…”  Amanda’s blush deepened.  “… play.”
Kristi giggled.  She reached behind Amanda and grabbed her ass, playfully, squeezing hard, making Amanda squeal, her plug shifting in her slippery, sensitive hole, her cute little caged cock throbbing.  Cammy looked back over her shoulder and pouted.
“No fair so early in the morning!”  Cammy said.  “You know I’m always, like, super horny in the morning, and you two teasing each other gets me soooo hot!”
Kristi and Amanda giggled.  Kristi gave Amanda’s ass another squeeze, harder this time, making Amanda jump and totter in her cute heels.
Kristi had become so much more playful and confident, finally embracing the girl she was becoming, relishing in her unique gifts, her massive, perfect cock that was so at odds with her tiny, petite, pretty body.  She was embracing her switchy nature, the desire to both submit and Dominate, ordering Amanda about, using her, while also being used herself.
Amanda and Kristi made almost the perfect pair, one a voluptuous, submissive, anal slut, the other a cute, petite, switchy big cocked sexy school girl.  Their matching collars and piercings only further emphasised their link, connecting them, allowing them to share the sensations and pleasures the other experienced, so that when they were together in lessons, or serving with their Mistress, or when they were alone in the evenings, playing, Kristi fucking Amanda in her perfect, tight fuck hole with her massive, enhanced cock, the pleasure was almost overwhelming, corrupting them both.
“Awww… we’re sorry Cammy.”  Amanda said playfully, teasing her room-mate.  “How can we make it up to you?”
Cammy giggled, grinning, bouncing up and down so that her massive, perfect tits jiggled.  She was the epitome of sexy, silly, dizzy blonde bimbo and her friends loved her for it, just as much as she loved being a sexy school girl, a slutty cheerleader, wearing a pink collar that read BIMBO.
“Like, you could finally let me join in with the two of you when you play!  You both know how much I love to play and I’m super good with my mouth and tongue and my ass is always open.”
Cammy giggled again.  Kristi blushed.  She had finally grown confident enough to share her secret with the other girls in her class and they were all supportive, almost adoring, all eager to play with her cock, to let her fuck them, but for now she was still a little uncertain and not quite brazen enough to fully revel in her gift, even though Amanda was nothing but encouraging.
“Or, like, if you’re not ready, which I totally get, I’d be happy just watching you two pretty girls fuck while I played with myself.”  Cammy said, utterly serious.
“If she gets to watch you two then count me in too.  I’ve always said the thought of you two together makes me hot.”  Jessica said.
Amanda’s gothy, pierced, tattooed room-mate grinned at the two best friends.  She meant it, clearly, and winked, grinning.
“I’d even be willing to put on a show in exchange, you let me watch you, and I’ll let you watch me do something filthy.  How about it?”
Amanda and Kristi both giggled.  The whole class knew what an exhibitionist Jessica had become, thrilling at people watching her, being seen, showing off.
“I’ll think about it.”  Kristi said.  “I can’t say I’m not tempted by your offer.”
Amanda turned to her best friend, looked at her grinning, wide eyed.
“Really?”
Kristi nodded, smiling, blushing.
“Yeah.  I mean… if you’re okay with that.  I just… being with you has made me more confident and comfortable.  If I’m with you I feel like I can do anything and maybe it’d be fun to show them what a bad girl you are for me sometimes.”
Kristi spanked Amanda’s ass again, playful, reminding her of their last, intense session together, Amanda’s ass still slightly bruised.  Amanda bit her bottom lip, blushing, just the thought of Kristi leading her round on her collar on all fours in front of her friends, her classmates, fucking her mouth, her ass, using her like a naughty slut, made her squirm, her ass clenching around her plug.
“I think I’d like that.”  Amanda said, giggling.
As the girls turned the corner they slowed, smiling at what they saw.  Ahead, walking towards them, faces terrified and pale, was the Femboy Reform School’s newest class.
They all looked so small and plain, a group of newly arrived cute boys who’d only just begun their transformations, their bodies still slim and unremarkable, though smooth now, hairless and soft, but still far from becoming the girls they would soon be.  As the two classes passed each other the older girls smiled and waved, giggling, shaking their hips and asses, making their big, full tits jiggle.
The new class blushed, and scurried off, even their uniforms demure and timid, their school girl outfits almost modest compared to the brazen costumes Amanda and the others wore.  Their cute little butts gave a subtle wiggle as they walked away, heads down, still unaware of the bright, sexy, slutty futures what awaited them.
“Like, the cute little things didn’t even have their make-up or hair yet!  They’re, like, totally adorable!”  Cammy said, giggling.
“Remember when we were like that?”  Jessica said, the memory of their early days seeming almost distant.
“I remember you being resistant and getting that collar and spanked in our first class.  It seemed so shocking at the time but now, god, the thought gets me hot.”  Amanda said.
“I did love watching you get spanked.”  Kristi said, giggling.  “Even then I thought you were so sexy, naked and collared and bent over, spanked, but now…”
Kristi let her eyes wander up and down Jessica’s curvy, womanly body, so different to the boyish figure she’d had in those early days.
“Now I think I’d like to be the one spanking you.”  Kristi said.
The girls all looked at Kristi, almost shocked at the new, confident, brazen girl, so cute and petite, but so playful and flirty.  Kirsti grinned, blushing.  Jessica just smiled, wiggling her ass.
“I think I might like that.”  She said.
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The girls sat in their classroom in rows, pretty sluts sat perky and eager, awaiting their final test to be set for them by Ms Lewis.  Amanda took a moment to look around the room, remembering how it had been on that first day—it seemed so long ago and far away now, they had all changed so much, embraced the naughty, dirty, girly sides that they had kept hidden even from themselves.
It had taken the Femboy Reform School and the efforts of many teachers and senior girls to show them the joy, the pleasure, the thrill of embracing their feminine sides, in embracing their transformation, their new bodies enhanced and modified to make them the best, sluttiest girls possible, each with a unique talent suited to their personality. 
There was Amanda, ankles and legs changed so she needed to always walk in heels to be comfortable, a cute, enticing wiggle to her hips and ass, an anal slut, her fuck hole trained and modified so it was able to take even the largest cock with ease, yet remain tight and pleasurable, always wet and slippery now, getting even wetter when she was aroused, like a real pussy.  There was Jessica, with her gothy looks, wide hips, and perfect round fat ass, her rebellious personality focussed into breaking social taboos, an exhibitionist slut eager to show off her pierced and tattooed body, to be photographed or filmed or watched live, each tattoo a brand that symbolised her corruption in some way, the words CUMSLUT and CUM DUMP, pictures of a sexy latex clad nun with her cock caged, a sexy pin-up girl, and more, each piercing enhancing her body’s sensitivity, the pleasure of being touched, her nipples sucked, her mouth fucked, so it it became addictive, a craving, a need.  There was Kristi, the short, petite, almost slender girl, her figure much less voluptuous than the others so that she seemed eternally youthful, demure and sweet and shy, with a secret desire to take control, to punish and hurt, to use her classmates and friends for her carnal pleasures, yet also a desire to submit, to be taken control of, used, blessed with beauty and a perfect, massive cock that could only cum from the stimulation of others.  There was Cammy, the ditzy blonde bimbo, a sports star transformed into a cheerleader, her tits enormous now, her hips wide, ass a massive swell of pert, round flesh, built for spanking and fucking, her lips inflated, plump and pink, sensitive dick sucking pillows, her mind relaxed, made pinker, so that she was silly, flirty, playful, giggling often, jiggling her tits, always eager to suck and fuck and play.
There were the other girls too, all similarly changed, improved over the shy, pretty femboys they’d been when they’d arrived, transformed, corrupted, made into perfect, sexy, joyful sluts who embraced their inner desires and relished in the pleasures they’d once been too ashamed to admit they longed for.  They were all beautiful, brazen, wanton, with talents and gifts, bodies built to be admired, touched, fucked, all of them eager to be played with like the good girls they were.
As the door opened there was the click of heels and Amanda turned back to face the front, saw Ms Lewis enter, the stunning, commanding woman entering, dressed in a simple black dress, hugging her perfect body, her heels and stockings immaculate as always.  The girls sat to silent attention, knowing just how to behave, all eager to pleasure their teacher, to show that they had leaned how to be good girls.
Ms Lewis grinned, nodded.
“Morning girls.”  She said.
There was a mumble of ‘Good morning Ms Lewis’ as the many girls replied at once.  Ms Lewis smiled, obviously pleased, but with a twinge of almost sadness in her eyes.
“Well, I’m pleased to see you have all remembered your manners, even as excited as you are.  Today is both a joyous and melancholy one for me as your teacher.  I’ve seen you all change from timid little pretty things into confident, sexy young women eager to take the world on, however, our time is almost at an end, and I will be sad to see you all leave—and I do expect you all to leave, since you will all pass your final tests, or you will be punished.  Is that clear?”  Ms Lewis said.
The girls all nodded, replied ‘yes Ms Lewis’.  Ms Lewis grinned, nodding, watching as the girls squirmed and blushed as they imaged the potential punishment.
“Now, onto your final assessments.  These will be… unorthodox tests, but I’m sure you imaged nothing less give our previous lessons and teaching methods.  You will be each assigned a room.  You will go there and your assessment will become… clearer once you arrive.  You have four days to impress me.  Is that clear?”
Another round of ‘yes Ms’.
“Wonderful.  Now, as I read your rooms out I want you to make your way there.  No delays.  Oh, and one small additional detail.  You are to share details of your assessment with no one outside of your room.  You may ask for help with sourcing equipment and supplies, from either teachers or students, but you are to work out the solution to your exams yourselves. This test is on your ability to act like the girls we trained you to be, so no outside help.”  Ms Lewis smiled at her girls, obviously proud of them.  “And good luck girls, just do your best and you’ll all be fine.  I believe in you.”




Chapter Two
Amanda pushed the door open and waited for a moment, stepped to the side to let Kristi enter first, then stepping in after her, letting the door swing closed behind them.  Out of all of the girls in their class they were the only two to be paired together, yet no one had been surprised—they were almost inseparable now after all, linked by their collars and their piercings, and more than a few of their lessons had been focussed on the pair working together.
The two girls stopped and smiled. Amanda giggled, Kristi looked shocked, stunned, but her grin did not fade.
“Errr… hi?”  Said the girl sat in the middle of the room.  “I was told to wait here for… I… I don’t know.  But… I… I’m new and… I was just told to wait and do what I was told.”
It was a new girl, from the Femboy Reform School’s most recent intake of new students, dressed in a modest uniform, her body still that of a cute boy, hair still short, face still lacking make-up.  They must have only been at the school for a day or two.  There was still so much they had to learn, to experience.  Around her neck was a simple black leather collar—clearly she’d been punished.
“Hi there.”  Amanda said, voice almost a purr.
“You know it’s polite to introduce yourself.”  Kristi said, her voice suddenly stern, commanding, authoritative.
A shiver went down Amanda’s spine as Kristi used that voice, knowing exactly what it meant, blushing.  She felt her caged cock throb and her ass clench around her plug.
“I’m Be… I mean, I’m Bethany.  I… I was at college, and I fell asleep and woke up here.  The other b… other girls have all been taken off to lessons together, but I was told I needed special tuition.  I… I don’t know what that means.”
Amanda tilted her head, examining the young, pretty, plain girl.  She was so timid and unsure, almost terrified, lost and afraid of what was happening, not yet realising the pleasure and the joy that lay ahead of her, still clinging to her old, dreary, boring, unhappy life.  Even with her short, muddy blonde hair and lack of make-up, her petite, androgynous frame, she was cute, her legs smooth in long white socks, a pretty pink plaid skirt, a white blouse that was loose around her flat chest.  She wasn’t yet a curvy, sexy girl, but her slim hips and tight butt were still undeniably feminine, a subtle swell that marked her as a perfect candidate for the Femboy Reform School’s transformations.
“So, Bethany, what brings a pretty thing like you to us for… special tuition?”  Amanda asked.
Both girls had read the situation and understood.  Bethany was their task, their final test.  For some reason the new girl was resisting the school’s lessons, the school’s transformations, corruptions.  They had four days to show they could educate her, remake her, transform her, show her the pleasure of being a good girl.
“I… I’ve just… ever since I got here it’s all been, I mean, I know you’ve been here for… but… I’m just, I’m just not meant to be here, it’s all too much.  I can’t do it.”
“Can’t do what?”  Kristi said. 
Her voice was firmer than Amanda’s, the pair a duality of soft and stern, one seductive, the other intimidating.  Bethany looked between the two of them, obviously enamoured with both of them, her eyes roaming their sexy bodies displayed in their slutty, scanty uniforms.  Her gaze roamed up Amanda’s legs, over her wide hips, plump ass, over her heavy, full tits, taking in the slim, petite beauty of Kristi’s curves, her pert ass, waspish waist, perky tits—Bethany squirmed, struggling to sit still, clearly aroused and uncomfortable.
“I… I mean… the others, the other girls, they’ve all struggled too, but in the end they’ve been able to do what’s asked of them, but I… I just freeze.  I can’t do it… I freeze up.  I’m just not… I’m not like them, I’m not pretty or girly or… brave, I guess.  I just… I just want to go home and hide.”
Bethany’s voice was cracking, the girl close to tears.  Amanda and Kristi both smiled, moved to her, Amanda wrapping her arms around the new girl, hugging her, pulling her against her heavy tits, shushing her as Kristi stood over her, small but obviously in charge.
“Bethany, I know you can do this.  You wouldn’t be here if you couldn’t.”
Bethany shook her head, struggling for words.
“Are you questioning me Bethany?  Are you suggesting I’m a liar?”  Kristi said, voice suddenly almost angry.
Bethany froze, eyes wide, pale.  Amanda shuddered, a thrill at the hard tone Kristi was using, memories of her using it on her, and the games they’d had, her body aching as she hugged the slim girly frame of their pretty charge.
“No Miss.”  Bethany whispered.
Kristi smiled.
“Good girl.” she said.  “Now, as I was saying.  I know you can do this.  We both know you can do this.  You are pretty, and you will become even prettier with our help, become beautiful, sexy, brazen.  You just need to be shown the way.  You just need to do as we say and we can help you.  Is that clear?”  Kristi asked.
Bethany smiled, nodded.
“Yes Miss.”  She said, voice shaking.  “Do you… do you really think I can be pretty?”
Amanda lifted her head and looked into Bethany’s eyes, smiling.
“You are already pretty you silly girl.”  Amanda said.  “But with our help, you are going to become, so, so much more.”
Bethany blinked back tears, trembling.
“Thank you.”  Bethany whispered.
“Now, first things first Bethany.  Am I correct in assuming your pretty little girl cock is safely locked away?”  Kristi asked, grinning, enjoying a chance to have complete control.
Bethany nodded, blushing, squirming.
“Excellent.”  Kristi said.  “But your tight little fuck hole hasn’t been plugged yet, has it?”
Bethany paled, nibbling on her bottom lip, cheeks pink, her thighs pressing tight together.  She shook her head slowly, eyes wide.
“Perfect.  Then I know just where to start.”  Kristi said.
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“Amanda, search the room.  I expect Ms Lewis as supplied us with most of the basic supplies we’ll need, and a pretty plug for a tight, sexy ass is a very basic item for girls like us.”  Kristi said, grinning.
Bethany blushed, looking nervous, timid, but also excited, nibbling on her bottom lip as she looked between Kristi and Amanda, the two sexy senior girls dressed in outrageously slutty uniforms, their transformed bodies voluptuous and brazen, their confidence, their beauty, mesmerized by the pair of them.
“And keep an eye out for hair extensions, make-up, and other clothes.  We have a lot of work ahead of us to transform pretty Bethany here in time, but I think we can do it and I fully expect us to exceed expectations.”
Amanda smiled at her best friend, her lover, her Mistress, and performed a cute curtsey, flashing her fat, round ass, grinning up at Kristi.  Bethany’s eyes went wide and she squirmed, clearly aroused.
“Yes Mistress.”  Amanda replied.
Kristi turned her attention back to Bethany, looking down at the shy, unsure girl, still so new to the school, uncertain, not aware of the joy and pleasure that awaited her, the thrill of admitting who she really was, who she wanted to be. 
It was Kristi’s and Amanda’s job to show her, their final test, and Kristi smiled, flattered to be given such an honour, the idea of corrupting the young girl, helping transform her from the timid, cute boy she’d once been into the brazen, bimbo slut she was destined to become.  It was going to be fun, and she could not deny the idea aroused her, her fat, thick cock already twitching in her panties at the thought of what she was going to do to her.
“You are going to work with us, aren’t you Bethany?  You’re going to do as we say, so we can make you into a sexy, beautiful, slutty girl like us.  Or we’re going to have to punish you, then do it anyway.  Is that clear?”
Bethany nodded.
“Yes Mistress.”  Bethany whispered, blushing, smiling, squirming.
“Found it.”  Amanda said.  “And there’s so much more in here.  I think there’s everything we could possibly need to… train and transform pretty Bethany.” 
Amanda was grinning, an eager, mischievous glint in her eye.
“Perfect.”  Said Kristi.  “Now, first things first.  Stand up Bethany, panties off, and bend over the bed.  We’re going to help train that pretty little fuck hole of yours.”
Bethany blinked, blushing, terrified but also… excited.  She nodded, slowly, rising to her feet.
“Yes Mistress.”  She said, her voice trembling slightly.
Her hands rose up, slipping under her skirt and, slowly, she slipped her panties down and off.
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Bethany remained still, knelt on the floor, bent over the bed, her chest and face down.  Kristi and Amanda stood behind her, admiring her firm, tight, pert ass.
“Have you ever played with your fuck hole before Bethany?”  Kristi asked.
There was a moment of silence.  Bethany took a deep breath.
“I… a few times in the shower… with just my finger, but not really.  Not with anything… anything big.  But, I… I thought about it.”
“Mmmm of course you did you dirty slut.  Well, just try to relax, and enjoy this first moment having something thick and hard in your ass.  You’ll get used to it soon enough and then you’ll start craving more, just like sexy Amanda here.”
Kristi and Amanda moved closer, kneeling down behind and beside Bethany.  Amanda leaned in close, lips almost caressing her ear.
“You just wait until you feel a real cock inside you.  Thrusting, deep, hard, throbbing, cumming.  It feel so good!”
Bethany whimpered, a quiet moan.  She was hot, aching, body alive with small shivers of anticipation.
“We’re going to savour this first special time, showing you how wonderful your ass can feel.”  Kristi said.
Amanda and Kristi ran their hands up Bethany’s legs, caressing, under her skirt, lifting it, roaming over her pert ass, squeezing.  Bethany squirmed, pressing her ass back into their grip as they molested her, moaning, whimpering. 
“You’re going to make such a beautiful, sexy, pretty slut Bethany.  All the boys, all the girls, they’re going to want to fuck you, play with you, have you pleasure them.”  Kristi whispered.
“You’re going to love how it feels to be on your knees, serving, mouth and fuck hole used, so much pleasure, a sexy, slutty school girl aching to be touched, played with, fucked.”  Amanda said.
As Amanda lifted Bethany’s skirt Kristi reached out and grabbed the bottle of lube Amanda had found.  With Bethany’s ass exposed, lifted as she wiggled her hips, offering it to the two senior girls, Kristi began to pour—the lube dribbling over her cheeks, massaged by warm, soft hands, running down her crack, over her hole, her tight, virgin entrance, cool and slippery.
Bethany’s moans became louder and she spread her knees on instinct, curving her back to offer her ass up, a natural slut embracing her true self.  Fingers slipped over smooth flesh, both Kristi and Amanda working their way down Bethany’s slippery crack, finger tips teasing over her tight hole, pressing barely, gently, working the lube into her virgin entrance.
Bethany moaned, loudly, breathing hard, squirming.  She wiggled her hips, body begging for more, but both senior girls denied her, their fingers slipping away as she worked her hips and ass to try to feel more, to try to feel their fingers inside her slippery fuck hole.
“Please… please… I… I’ll be a good girl… I just… I want to feel it.”  Bethany whined.
Kristi looked at Amanda, grinning.  They could both feel the excitement and pleasure of the other, both aroused and eager to play more with the new girl, barely begun her journey, to corrupt her, transform her into a pretty, sexy, beautiful slut like them.
“You’re ready to admit the truth?  That you were born to be a pretty, sexy, beautiful, slutty girl?”  Kristi said.
Bethany nodded, moaning, grinding her hips, her caged cock dripping precum, aching, an agony of need.
“You want us to train your tight fuck hole, show you how much fun it is to be teased, fucked?”  Amanda asked.
“Yes… please… yes..”  Bethany moaned.
The two senior girls smiled at each other.  Kristi nodded.  Together their fingers traced over Bethany’s smooth, soft, pert ass, along her slippery crack, over her wet, tight hole, and they began to press, gently at first, but becoming firmer, more insistent.
Bethany reacted on instinct, driven by need, hunger, desire.  She spread her legs, lifted her ass, and relaxed.  Fingers slipped in, deeper, pressing, teasing into her tight, virgin hole.
“Oh… oh my gods… that… that feels so good.”  Bethany whispered.
Amanda and Kristi worked one finger in each, teasing Bethany’s sensitive inner walls, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside her slippery, tight hole, the heat, feeling it clench as they teased her, stretching her open.  Together they worked in a second finger, making three, then another, four in total, fucking them in and out, Bethany’s hole so tight, her hips wiggling, pressing her ass back, body begging for more. 
Kristi poured more lube, making Bethany’s hole wet and slippery, stretching it, training her.  Then, slowly, achingly gently, teasing, she slipped her fingers out, Amanda following her lead, leaving Bethany empty, her fuck hole gaping slightly.
“Please… more…”  Bethany whispered, her ass wiggling to invite more play.
“We have things to do Bethany.  So much work to get on with, to make you a pretty, sexy girl ready to be fucked for the first time.  There’ll be more play later, but don’t worry, we’re not going to leave you empty.  We’re going to be training you.”
Even as Kristi spoke she ran the tip of the large, thick, metal plug up Bethany’s crack, the tip pressing at her puckered entrance.  Bethany jumped at the contact, but pressed back, wanting it, her body aching for it.
Her hole stretched, wider, the plug almost too thick.  Bethany moaned, Amanda caressing her back, and then, suddenly, wonderfully, her hole opened, the plug slipping past her outer ring, and slipped deep, filling her tight virgin fuck hole, and she moaned in bliss.
Kristi giggled, Amanda stroking Bethany’s pert cheeks, caressing, both admiring the pretty, pink, heart shaped gem decorating Bethany’s hole.
“Perfect.  Now no matter what else we get up to, you’ll have that extra wiggle in your step as your tight little hole is trained to be a better fuck hole for pleasure.”
Bethany moaned, wiggling, savouring the sensation of being full.
“And you look so hot!”  Amanda said.
“She does.  But enough fun for now.”  Kristi said.  “We have important work to be getting on with.  We have to get our girl ready!”
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The first thing to do was obvious.  Bethany’s face was pretty, perhaps even beautiful, but without make-up it was too plain to ever be sexy, and her hair… it was just yuck, cut and styled in the way a silly boy might do theirs.  Amanda and Kristi had to change that.
Making Bethany sit, caged and plugged now, her hole full, clenching on the plug that shifted and slipped around inside her, they set to work.  They talked Bethany slowly through what they were doing, why, both girls pleased to realise how much they had learned in their time at the school.
When they had first arrived they had known nothing about make-up, and it had been other senior girls, who had graduated now, that had helped them with their make-up and hair the first time.  Slowly though, with guidance and teaching, they had learned, improved, become experts in how to apply make-up to achieve a range of looks, classy, sultry, pretty, demure, sexy, brazen, slutty, knowing just how to style it to achieve each appearance, knowing just which colours went with what complexion, what shades achieved what result.
Slowly, working together, they transformed Bethany from a plain, pretty girl, into something more, someone beautiful, sexy, just a hint of sluttiness.  It was only now, working side by side on the young girl who had never worn make-up before, that they realised how much they had learned, how skilled they had become.
Once they were finished with Bethany’s face they moved onto her hair, adding special extensions, luxurious locks that matched her hair perfectly, long bright blonde curls that were practically indistinguishable from real hair, flowing down around her shoulders, making her seem even prettier, girlier, sexier, more like the bimbo slut she was destined to become in her cute, pink plaid school-girl skirt.
Finished, Amanda and Kristi stood back and looked over their work, smiling, obviously pleased with what they had achieved.  Bethany sat squirming, blushing, nibbling on her bottom lip, eager to see what she looked like.
“You ready to see the new, improved version of you?”  Amanda asked.
Bethany nodded, grinning, aching to see how pretty she had become.  The attention of the two senior girls had her on edge, their reassurance about how pretty she was, how sexy she could be, what a good girl, what a naughty slut she could become, giving her confidence, making her bolder.
“Answer properly, and politely.”  Kristi chided.
Bethany blushed, bit her bottom lip, feeling small, meek, and submissive in front of the petite, commanding Kristi.
“Yes, please, Mistress.”  She whispered.
Both girls smiled at her.  Amanda stepped forward, held Bethany by her shoulders, and spun the chair around to face the mirror behind her. 
Bethany froze, her eyes going wide.  She burst into giggles, bubbles of giddy happiness erupting.  Her caged cock throbbed as her slippery hole clenched tight around the thick plug inside her fuck hole.
Her eyes were outlined with black, heavy eye liner, expertly applied, a cat like flick, long thick dark lashes, pink and black eye shadow, heavy, dusky, like a porn star might wear.  Her lips were bright, deep pink, to match her nails, her eyes, and they looked wet, glossy, glittery.  Her brows seemed thinner, more feminine, and even her cheeks, her nose, her chin, her whole face seemed daintier, with a subtle glow.
Her hair was long, almost radiant, long bright blonde curls that shook with every movement, bouncy and flamboyant, eye catching, pretty.  Bethany was stunning, and she could not stop grinning.
“I look…”
“Beautiful?”  Amanda said.
Bethany nodded.
“Sexy?”  Kristi said.
Bethany nodded again.
“Slutty?”  Amanda whispered.
Bethany giggled again, nodding, grinning.
“Yes… all of them.  It’s… it’s perfect.”
Her face was a permanent grin, cheeks pink.  Kristi and Amanda stood on either side of her, looking proud of their young, inexperienced apprentice.
“And you want to know the best thing?”  Amanda asked.
Bethany turned to look up at her, eyes wide, pretty, her face already so cute, such a sexy blonde bimbo in the making.  She nodded.
“Please…”
“The make-up is permanent, for now.  So your face will always look like that.  Later, when you’ve learned more, you can change the style to suit the occasion.”
Bethany looked both terrified and thrilled by the revelation.
“Such a lucky girl… aren’t you?”  Kristi asked.
Bethany knew the question was rhetorical but in that moment she really did feel lucky, privileged for the opportunity in front of her.
“And just to think, there is so much more we’re going to have to do to you before we’re done.”
Amanda and Bethany looked at Kristi, the glint in her eye.
“Yes Mistress.”  Bethany said.  “Please Mistress… please make me into a… a good girl.”
“We’re going to make you into such a perfect, sexy good girl.”  Amanda said, teasing.
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“Miss Lewis said everything we wanted to do was all okay.  She even gave me a little advice on how to work the machines to achieve what we wanted.”  Amanda said.
She was almost breathless, having hurried to find their teacher and ask her advice and permission to continue their plan for Bethany, helping her become the perfect slutty school-girl.  Kristi smiled, nodded, looking up from where she sat.  Bethany stood looking timid, blushing, frozen midway through her walk up and down the room, practising strutting in high heels under Kristi’s supervision and guidance, learning to wiggle her hips and ass to best draw admiring, lusty glances.
“Wonderful.  I’ll look forward to seeing what Miss Lewis suggested to enhance our lovely little bimbo in the making.”
Amanda giggled. 
“I can’t wait to see… oh… I mustn’t spoil it, but I know it’s going to be sooo much fun.”  She turned and looked to Bethany.  “You’re going to love your first set of transformations.  They’re all just so naughty.  You won’t be able to resist giving in once you get a taste.”
Bethany was squirming, her caged cock throbbing, plugged hole aching.  She bit her bottom lip and whimpered as Amanda teased her.
Amanda winked, then turned back to Kristi.
“It’s room eighteen.”  Amanda said.
Kristi nodded, smiling.
“Perfect, we’ll take her there now to begin.”
 
[image: ]
The room was a large, pink bedroom, with a large pink bed, and a bright pink booth in the corner.  Bethany froze at the sight of it all, the booth sleek and almost intimidating, obviously advanced technology, and in the presence of the two senior girls, who had once been almost like her, she could only imagine what it was going to do to her.  She wanted to run, screaming, but could not, dared not, a strong, bold, demanding part of her curious to see just what kind of naughty school-girl slut the two senior girls were going to turn her into, the pleasures she would get to experience.
“Into the booth with you.  We’re starting simple to begin, since we only have a few days to improve you, but I think what we have planned will set you well on the way to becoming the best, sluttiest bimbo you can be.”  Kristi said.
Bethany squirmed, pressing her smooth thighs together, her body aching, biting her bottom lip.  She nodded.
“Yes Mistress.”
Bethany moved off to the booth and Amanda and Kristi settled onto the bed to watch the pretty young girl begin her transformation.  The booth came alive as Bethany stepped in, and the programme Amanda had requested, including Ms Lewis’ suggestions, began to run.
It did not take long, less than an hour, and the quiet moans of pleasure and pain, whimpers, gasps of delight as Bethany felt her body forever changed, enhanced, made both Amanda and Kristi hot, their hands stroking each other, eyes glued on the booth, eager to see the results.
Bethany stared at a pink and white spiral, words floating into her head as her body and mind were corrupted.  Needles pierced her lips, inflating them, pink and plump and sensitive.  Her tongue was pierced, a small silver stud with a pink, glowing gem, making her tongue sensitive, a source of bright, intense pleasure.  Her ass was applied with oils and lotions under her skirt, swelling slightly, plump thighs, wide hips, round butt.  Her breasts were massaged, swelling just slightly, the first buds of the buxom, womanly body that would soon be hers, and her nipples were pierced, small silver bars that would give her so much joy.
As the spiral slowed, the voices fading out, Bethany came back to find her body… changed,  enhanced, transformed.  It would take several days for the changes to fully manifest, her tits and ass to fully grow to their improved size, but even now she could feel the enhanced sensitivity, her hole alive with pleasure as her plug shifted inside her fuck hole, her lips and tongue tingling, her tiny tits aching, eager to be touched, fondled, her nipples yearning to be sucked.  Even her thighs, her ass cheeks, felt so much more alive. 
As she stepped out of the booth she could not help but strut in her heels, her gait so much more sensual and sexual now, a natural slut showing off her sexy body.  She stood in front of Amanda and Kristi and giggled.
“You like the changes?”  Kristi asked.
Bethany did.  She was smiling, blushing, wiggling, giggling.
“I do Mistress.  Thank you.  Thank you both.  I… I wasn’t sure about this, about any of this, but you… you’ve shown me I can be pretty, that I can be beautiful.  I… I don’t know how I can ever thank you.”
Kristi and Amanda looked at each other, smiled.  They turned back to Bethany with a look of lust and mischief in their eyes.
“Oh, we have the perfect way for you to thank us.”  Amanda said.  “Now, on your knees, and crawl to me.”
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Bethany was still for only a moment before she obeyed.  She fell willingly, almost eagerly to her knees, and crawled across the floor to Amanda.  Amanda shuffled on the bed, lifting her ass as she slipped her tiny panties down her legs, tearing them off in an excited rush, spreading her legs wide.
“Crawl in nice and close.”  Amanda said.
Her legs spread, her ass perched on the very edge of the bed, Amanda watched as Bethany crawled forwards.  Amanda reached down and, slowly, gracefully, pulled the plug from her ass hole, her hole glistening, wet, a puckered, well trained fuck hole, gaping slightly, the feminine musk making Bethany’s head spin.
As Bethany crawled closer Kristi stood up and moved to the side.  Amanda signalled Bethany to come closer and she obeyed, crawling between the senior girl’s spread legs, a hand reaching down to grasp her hair. 
Amanda’s caged cock was throbbing, leaking precum, her fat ass and wide hips, smooth stocking clad legs, her hole waiting to he pleasured.  Bethany let herself be guided forwards, closer, her inflated pink lips bright with pleasure as she licked them, bit them.
“Lick me Bethany.  Use your newly enhanced tongue and lips to pleasure me, fuck my hole, tongue me, kiss me.  Learn how it feels to be a good slut and make me cum.”  Amanda said.
Bethany was guided forwards by the hand gripping her hair and she did not resist.  Closer and closer, her lips, wet, fat, glistening, parted, and her tongue extended, guided by lust and instinct.  Her face was guided to Amanda’s hole, the pretty girl submitting, wanting to please, serve, and her tongue pressed into the wet, hot entrance of Amanda’s ass, her well trained fuck hole.
Amanda moaned, loudly, pressed her hips down, working more of Bethany’s tongue into her ass, and Bethany felt a bright, intense, addictive pleasure radiating out from her enhanced lips and pierced tongue.  She wanted more, needed more.  She wanted to serve, please, wanted pleasure.  She pressed her tongue deeper, kissing, lapping, fucking Amanda with her tongue, Amanda’s hole opening, taking her slippery tongue, eager to be fucked.
Bethany wondered if this was what was going to happen to her hole, her ass, and she realised she wanted it, wanted to be trained.  She wanted to be fucked, wanted to be a slut like the two senior girls.
Amanda pressed her hips and ass down even as she pulled Bethany’s face closer, wanting her tongue and lips to pleasure her fuck hole.  She shuddered, caged cock throbbing, watching the pretty blonde bimbo in the making submit, enjoying the thrill, the pleasure, the joy of corrupting her.
“That’s it.  Lick me.  Fuck with with those pretty pink lips and that sexy pierced tongue.  Show me you know how to be a dirty slut.  A good girl.  Relish in the pleasure your new body is capable off.”
Bethany redoubled her efforts, drunk on the twin joy of her mouth and submitting, caged cock drooling precum.  She shuddered as she felt hands caressing up under her skirt, over her smooth thighs and ass, pulling her panties down.
Bethany wiggled her hips, helping to slip out of her underwear, her skirt lifted to expose her plugged hole, the pretty pink gem.  Fingers caressed, teasing, then gripped, began to tug it out, making Bethany shudder in delight, fucking her tongue deep, Amanda moaning loudly, Bethany’s pleasured groans muffled by Amanda’s fat ass.
“I think she’s ready, don’t you?”  Kristin asked.
Amanda looked up to her best friend, nodded.  She was breathing hard, blushing, grinning.
“Very ready.  Show her how good sluts get rewarded.  I want to watch you take her virgin hole for the first time while she eats my ass.  I want to cum together with you while you fuck her and she licks me.”
Kristi smiled, tugged harder on Bethany’s plug, her hole stretching, slippery, and then, suddenly, the plug popped free, leaving Bethany’s ass empty, slick, waiting to be filled, fucked.  With her tongue still buried deep in Amanda’s ass, hair gripped tight, Bethany knew what was coming, and she wanted it.  She wiggled her hips to invite Kristi’s attention.
“Well, it seems harsh to keep the keep little virgin slut waiting.”  Kristi said.
Something hot, thick, hard, slippery, ran down the crack of Bethany’s ass, teasing over her slippery, gaping fuck hole.  Bethany arched her back even as she fucked her tongue in and out of Amanda’s hole, working her lips, wiggling her hips to feel more, her hole teased. 
The hardness paused at her virgin entrance, Kristi’s cock, pressing at her hole, the tip just barely slipping in.  Bethany moaned, wanting more, but Kristi denied her, teasing her.
“You want it?  Want me to fuck you?”  Kristi asked.
Bethany nodded even as she obeyed the urging of Amanda’s hips, working her ass up and down, demanding the attention of her lips and tongue, Amanda breathing hard, body flush, caged cock drooling precum.
“You want me to take your virginity?  Fuck your tight, sexy hole?  Cum inside you?  Breed you like a slut?”
Again Bethany nodded, spreading her legs in invitation, working her ass and hips to feel more of Kristi’s cock, the tip just barely inside her slippery hole, teasing. 
“Will you make my friend cum with your tongue then while I fuck your ass?  Will you be a good slut for us?  Will you serve us, as our fuck-toy, while we train you, corrupt you, transform you.”
Bethany nodded, wiggling her hips, pressing her ass back, savouring the feeling of pressure as Kristi’s cock pressed into her hole.  Her tongue worked deep into Amanda’s ass, licking, kissing, fucking, and Amanda worked her hips up and down, riding the young girl’s tongue, gripping her hair, staring at Kristi, smiling.
“Fuck her.  Fuck her hard.  Let me watch you claim her as she tongues me.  I want to see you fuck her, cum in her.  I want to watch you make a good girl out of her as she makes me cum.”  Amanda said.
Kristi needed no further encouragement.  She pressed her hips forward, her cock pressing at Bethany’s tight, slick entrance, easing her hole open.  The pressure built, forcing Bethany’s ass wider, Kristi’s cock thick, hot, hard, throbbing.  Bethany pressed back, desperate to be full, fucked, and then, suddenly, wonderfully, Bethany’s hole opened, and Kristi’s fat, hard, perfect cock slipped deep, filling her, claiming her virginity, making her a good girl.
“Oh fuck, her tongue’s going wild.  That’s… good girl Bethany.  That’s it.  Deeper, harder, make me cum.”  Amanda said. 
Bethany could barely hear.  Her ass was full of cock.  Kristi’s fat, throbbing prick was deep, buried in her slippery hole, fucking her, fucking her like a slut.  This was who she was meant to be and she loved it.
Kristi eased her cock out until just the head was inside, tugging at Bethany’s entrance, then thrust deep, Bethany working her hips and ass in time to feel more, spreading her legs as wide as they would go.
The three girls all moaned, a tide of sexual bliss, Kristi’s cock wrapped in the tight, hot, slippery confines of Bethany’s virgin fuck hole, Bethany’s ass full of hot, thick cock, fucking her, her sensitive lips and tongue fucking Amanda’s well trained ass, Amanda grinding her hips on Bethany’s face, riding and fucking her pieced tongue.
Kristi worked her hips, fucking her cock in and out of Bethany’s tight ass.  It felt so good, so hot, her cock aching to cum after the morning’s excitement of training her.  Watching Amanda having her ass eaten by the pretty blonde bimbo just drove her on, exciting her, making her cock swell.
“She’s so tight… fuck…”  Kristi moaned.
“Her tongue… so good in my ass… she making my pretty little cock tingle so good!”  Amanda whined.
Her cock was drooling precum, throbbing as she worked her hips up and down, hole clenching on Bethany’s pierced tongue.
Bethany was moaning, drunk on the pleasure, her ass full, fucked, the thick, hot cock slamming into her, Kristi’s hands gripping her slim hips, Kristi’s belly slapping against her round, swollen ass.  Even her lips and tongue felt good, better then she could ever remember, the pleasure and joy addictive, craving more, tonguing harder, deeper, licking and kissing Amanda’s fuck hole.  Her caged cock throbbed, trying to harden but unable, drooling precum, aching, so close as Kristi fucked her deep, hard, claiming her, making her a slut.
“Yes… that’s it… so close… deeper… fuck my hole with your tongue.  Make me cum…”
Amanda gripped Bethany’s hair tight, thrusting her hips down, riding her pierced, thick tongue.  Bethany obeyed, submitting, and worked her hips and ass, eager to feel more of Kristi’s perfect cock inside her ass.
“I’m… I’m going to cum inside you Bethany.  You’re going to be a good girl, a slut, a pretty, sexy, blonde bimbo.  I’m going to make you into a pretty, sexy fuck toy… cumming in you, training you as you serve us both… you want that, don’t you?”  Kristi asked.
Bethany nodded, moaning.  A bright spot of joy in her belly was blossoming, the pleasure addictive, and she wanted more, would do anything to feel more of this pleasure.
Kristi thrust deep, hard, fast, fucking Bethany’s tight, virgin hole, even as Bethany tongued Amanda’s ass, kissing, licking, serving, her caged cock an agony of delight.  So close… just a little more…
“Yes!  Fuck!  Yes!”  Amanda moaned. 
She pressed down, forcing Bethany’s face into her ass, hole clenching on her tongue, caged cock drooling cum as her whole body shook, moaning, gasping, cumming.
The sight, watching her best friend cum, sent Kristi over the edge.  Her cock swelled, filling Bethany’s tight, virgin hole, and she thrust deep, hard, pulling Bethany onto her cock, Bethany grinding her hips. 
Kristi moaned, loud, as she came, cumming hard, cock throbbing, erupting, filling the pretty blonde girl, hands gripping her hips.
Bethany whimpered, drunk on pleasure, and the sensation of Kristi fucking her, knowing she’d made Amanda cum, her ass full of cock, swollen, throbbing as the hot, sticky cum coated her inner walls, sent her spiralling over the edge.  She came even as Kristi filled her ass, breeding her, her caged cock throbbing, drooling, as her whole body experienced a climax unlike any she’d had before.
Bethany shuddered, cum in her hair, her ass full of cock and cum, her pierced tongue still idly lapping at Amanda’s slippery hole, tingling with bright jolts of bliss.  She was a good girl now, a slut, a bimbo, a fuck toy, and she could not wait to see what else the senior girls were going to do to her, how they were going to transform her, corrupt her.
“Fuck… that was… amazing.”  Amanda said, stroking Bethany’s hair.
Bethany whimpered, pleased, the praise making her feel warm.
“She’s almost as much fun to fuck as you.”  Kristi said to Amanda.
Amanda giggled.
“I can’t wait to watch you fuck her again.”  Amanda said.  “Pump the dirty little slut full of cum so I can eat it out of her.”
Kristi grinned, caressing Bethany’s ass as her cock slowly softened, cum oozing out of her well fucked holed.  Bethany wiggled her hips, savouring every sensation.
“Sounds perfect.  But for now… I think we need to get our little project cleaned up.  We still have so much more to do with her before we’re done.”
Bethany felt a swell of joy, a thrill of excitement at the more that was to come.
“Mmm… I have the perfect idea of what we should to next.”  Amanda said.  “A way to make certain we pass, and in the process, make Bethany here into the very best girl she can possibly be.”
Kristi smiled.  She knew whatever her best friend’s idea was it was certain to be devious, filthy, and ingenious.  They made such a wonderful team that for a moment her heart ached at the thought of graduating and leaving her and their time together behind.  She pushed that thought aside though.  For the moment they had work to do, and there was so much more fun to be had with their pretty little blonde toy.




Chapter Three
“We need them to win.”   Coach Garner said.  “And as one of our most experienced cheerleaders, that’s your responsibility.”
Cammy sat, nibbling on her bottom lip, listening, nodding.  She had to help the team win, it was her job, and more than that, she wanted to help them, to encourage them.  She loved being the team’s unofficial bimbo mascot, pink and giggly and blonde, ditzy, with big tits and an ass people couldn’t help but stare at, her big pink inflated cock sucking lips yelling chants that made her boys want to win for her.
“We want you to find a way to motivate the boys to win, and then reward them appropriately if they do.  You pass if they win and are satisfied with their rewards, if they lose, or are unhappy with how you reward them, then you’ll fail.  Is that understood?”
Cammy blushed.   Coach Garner’s words sounded almost threatening, but also… hot.  She knew the team well enough, had cheered for them and rewarded them many times during her time at the school, being trained to be the best, sluttiest, sexiest blonde bimbo cheerleader she could be, working with the other cheerleaders to make sure the team of big, strong, masculine boys stayed motivated to win, but this time she’d be all alone.  It would be hard, but she knew she could do it.  She had to do it.  She didn’t want to fail her final test and disappoint Ms Lewis, Coach Garner, and all the other girls.
Cammy nodded, grinning, already squirming at the thought of rewarding her boys.
“Yes Coach!  I’m going to get those boys sooo motivated they’ll be practically ready to explode!”  Cammy said, giggling.
Coach Garner smiled, laughed.  She nodded, knowing Cammy would do very well in her final test if her previous performances were anything to go by.  The boys all loved her after all, lusted after her, the sexy blonde bimbo cheerleader with the massive tits and ass, with lips and mouth made for sucking cock.
“Knowing you Cammy, I think you might just mean that literally.” 
Cammy blushed, giggling—the thought of the boys all cumming in their pants from just her encouragement making her ass clench around the plug inside her, her tiny little dick, shrunken and worthless now, twitching inside its minuscule pink cage.
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It was easy enough to find the equipment Cammy needed for her idea, Jessica offering to help, since she was, after all, the inspiration for Cammy’s plan.  After just a little work Cammy had it all set up, Jessica explaining how to use it all, and how to arrange things for the best results.
“Like, you really do know sooo much about this stuff.  It’s all so super complex but you are such a brainiac even though you’re totally hot too.”  Cammy said, giggling.
Jessica smiled, taking Cammy’s praise, admiring her sexy, blonde room-mate.
Cammy had not always been so ditzy or bubbly or giddy, such an air-head bimbo.  It was only after lots of training, hypnosis, brainwashing, rewards, punishments, her growing addiction to the pleasures her slut body allowed, that she was corrupted, becoming a pink, silly, bimbo doll.  She was happier like this, by her own confession.  She didn’t need to worry about thinking now or being smart, being pretty and sexy and care-free meant she got to play more, have more fun, that she got to be a pretty toy for men and women to use, fuck, and she enjoyed it far more than being a silly boy who had to use their brain and worry about things.
“Well, this is sort of my speciality.  I’m kind of hoping that when I graduate I can get my own set-up like this.  Not as fancy to start, but I want to produce my own content since it’s so much fun, and I know people will pay good money for the things I’d want to make.”  Jessica said with a grin.
Cammy gave an excited squeal, clapping her hands and bouncing up and down, her massive tits jiggling, threatening to fall out of her tiny top, her hips and ass swaying.  Jessica could not help but admire her stunningly sexual friend.
“You should totally do that!  It’d be sooo much fun.  And… if you ever wanted… I’d totally, like, love to do something with you!”  Cammy said.
Jessica smiled, checking over the camera equipment one last time, checking the lighting, the angles, the scene that Cammy had set out for her special video for the team.  The idea of making a video or performing a show with Cammy appealed to her, the dark haired, gothy, pierced beauty a stark contrast to the pink, blonde bimbo, both of them equally beautiful.
“That actually sounds fun.”  Jessica said.
Cammy squealed again.  Jessica checked one last light, then stopped, looked over to her friend, already dressed in her outfit.  She looked… stunning, and Jessica knew the boys were definitely going to be motivated to win after seeing this.
“You sure you don’t want me to stay and film you?  I mean, I’d be happy to help, and I won’t lie, I’m intrigued to see what kind of show you put on.”
Cammy just giggled, shaking her head.
“No silly!  I need to do this on my own.  Plus you have your own test to get ready for, and I want this to be a surprise, but maybe if you’re, like, super nice to me I’ll let you watch it with me later.”
Jessica laughed, nodding.
“I think you might have a deal there.”  Jessica said.  “You’re all set now though, so I’ll be off, but… good luck.”
“Thanks.  You too.”  Cammy said.
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Cammy watched as Jessica left and then, when she was finally alone, she turned to the mirror, taking a deep breath to steel her nerves.  She might be a silly, pink, girly, bimbo doll now, but she could still get nervous, and she really wanted to impress with this test, to show she was the best bimbo cheerleader ever!
Her outfit was totally and utterly pink, bright, garish, flamboyant, eye catching, feminine, perfect for a giddy pink bimbo.  High platform heels, strappy, with closed toes. Wrapping up and around her ankles, glossy patent leather, with pink fishnet tights stretching up her long, smooth, plump, toned legs.  The tops of the stockings were lacy and frilly, attached to a pink garter belt that wrapped around her waist, making her hips seem wider, like perfect, inviting hand holds ready to be gripped as Cammy was fucked.
Her panties and bra were matching, tiny, and made for nothing other than titillating.  They barely covered her.  The panties had a large gap in the back, leaving Cammy’s crack and plugged hole exposed, and the front was split so that her tiny little pink caged cock was left on display, lurid and brazen, worthless and useless, locked away forever.  Her bra was of the same design, with the cups made of lace, showing lots of flesh, and splits of the front, gaps so that her fat, perky nipples poked through, begging to be teased and sucked. 
She wore cute pink lacy gloves, running up to just below her elbow, with her fingers exposed, long bright pink nails, and around her neck was her bright pink collar, the word BIMBO emblazoned on it.
Even her make-up was pinker than usual, glossy plump lips wet and inviting, dark lashes, eyes lined in black, with bright pink eye-shadow, glittery and dazzling.  She wiggled her hips and spun round to peer over her shoulder, checking out her pert, fat ass.
“Perfect.”  Cammy whispered, blushing, eager to begin.  “Now, lets get the show going!”
Cammy took a moment to make sure the cameras were rolling, following the simple instructions Jessica had given her, then moved to stand by the plush pile of cushions and blankets settled in the middle of the room, the lights and many camera all focussed on her.
Cammy could immediately see why Jessica loved being filmed so much.  It felt exciting, thrilling and hot to be filmed, seen, recorded, knowing people were going to watch you, the lenses like eyes staring at you, thinking of all those people getting excited watching you, a lasting image of you that could arouse hundreds, thousands, maybe even more, so many people cumming while watching you.
Cammy bit her bottom lip, took a deep breath.  She needed to focus on the task at hand though, not get carried away.  She could make more films and videos later, if she wanted, with Jessica’s help.  Right now she needed to encourage her team of hot, studs to win, so she could reward them and graduate.
“Hi boys!”  Cammy said, speaking to the camera in front of her.
As she spoke she wiggled, her hips and ass shaking, bouncing up and down in her heels, tits jiggling as she gave a cute little wave.
“I know you all have a really big game coming up, and I want you to know that I’m here cheering for you.  You know I love watching you big, strong boys getting sweaty and winning for me.  Well… I figured maybe you’d appreciate some extra encouragement.”
As Cammy spoke to the camera she moved, her hands roaming over her body, pinching her nipples, her tits, stroking over her belly, her hips, her ass, teasing around her tiny little cage.  She was flush and breathing hard, obviously aroused, head spinning, licking her lips, aching for more.
“Well, I have an offer.  I want you all to watch me put on a little show for you, so you get all excited, and you’re allowed, even encouraged, to touch yourselves while you watch me, but you can’t cum.  I want you to save all your yummy, delicious, thick, creamy cum for me, for when you win.”
Cammy’s hands roamed her body, squeezing her tits, pinching her nipples, making her blush, moan, squirm.  Her other hand roamed between her legs, her hips and ass swaying, tits jiggling, pressing and tugging at the head of her plug, moving it in and out of her hole, as though fucking herself, whimpering, moaning, head spinning.
“I want you all to save up all that delicious cum for me, so that when you win I can drain you all and give you the hot, wet, tight, slippery reward you deserve, personally.  Because when you win I’m going to dress up just like this and be your personal fuck doll for one whole night, all of you, and you get to use me however you want, as many times as you want, until I’m nothing but a ruined, cummy, sticky mess.”
Just the words were making Cammy hot.  Her whole body was tingling, aching, the idea of being filled with cum, in her mouth, her belly, her ass, covering her tits, her face, in her hair. 
“So, just sit back and watch, and remember, I can be all yours, if you just win, for me, your pretty, sexy, slutty bimbo doll.”
Cammy moved, sitting down, with her legs spread wide, she tugged at her bra, freeing her massive tits, and began to play with herself, thinking of cum, being fucked, serving, her caged little cock aching, drooling precum, her plugged hole clenching, desperate to be filled with massive cocks, cum, pounded into a drooling, gaping fuck hole.
“Watch me boys, watch me and know I want to reward you.  I want to be your pretty fuck doll, your toy.  Save all that cum up for me, and then, when you win, I can reward you, and you can give me all that thick, delicious, creamy cum.”
Cammy touched herself, thinking of the big, strong, handsome boys watching her surprise video, their massive cocks hard, balls full of cum for her, ready to use her, fill her up, cover her with their spunk.  She moaned, biting her bottom lip, giggling. 
Cammy touched herself, staring into the camera lens, doing her very best to make sure her boys were well and truly motivated for the big game.  They had to win, so that she could reward them, and get her reward.
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Cammy spent the whole of the next day leading up to the big game nervous, worried.  What if the senior boys on the team had watched her video that she had delivered to them and touched themselves and cum, what if they were tired out and lost the big match?  Not only would she fail to graduate with her class mates, but she also would not get to reward them, and that thought alone left her feeling sad, almost crushed.
She tried to stay distracted, thinking about what she was going to do to reward them, imagining all the big, strong, handsome boys watching her video, teasing herself, but it was just not as effective as it normally was.  Even a silly bimbo like her could get nervous and worried, and when it came to missing out on cock and cum, it was perhaps the only thing that really worried a pink, blonde, bimbo slut like Cammy.
Cammy sat in the locker room, waiting, wearing her cute, slutty cheerleader outfit on, her pink heels, fishnets, suspenders, skimpy bra and panties, just like she’d worn in the video, even her pink gloves, with pom-poms in hand.  Outside she could hear the crowd, the cheers, the sounds of the game, but she had no idea of the score, and she was too scared to look.  By the time the final bell of the match went off she was a distracted, aching, desperate mess.  She wanted, needed, cum.
As the sound of cheering and chanting faded she heard footsteps, voices, happy, cheerful, boisterous.  Her team of boys was returning, and they were happy, they were celebrating.  They had won!  Her heart leapt and her cute little caged dick throbbed.  She would get to reward them.
The doors to the locker room opened and the team entered, eager to get their reward, and Cammy sat, alone, dressed like the bimbo slut cheerleader she was, ready to give her team their well  deserved celebration.  The boy all looked at her, hungry like wolves, and Cammy shuddered, posing, sticking her tits out, spreading her legs, offering her body to all of them at once.
“Well boys, you won.  I’m all yours.  Now, what do you want your fuck toy to do first?”  Cammy asked.
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Cammy lowered herself to the ground and crawled on her hands and knees towards her boys, tall and muscular, masculine, handsome, their cocks already growing hard in their shorts, victorious.  She was grinning, her ass raised high, wiggling her hips, her tiny cheerleader skirt rising up to expose her ass, offering it, licking her lips even as she pouted, nibbling on her bottom lip, eyes hungry like a starving cat.
She wanted cock, cum, and to give her team the reward they had earned.  Her tiny little dick, caged, useless, throbbed, drooling, aching, and her ass clenched tight around the plug filling her slippery fuck hole, her mouth wet and hot, drooled at the thought of sucking cock.
“Fuck… she’s really… she’s really going to just serve us…”  One of the boys muttered, eyes glued to Cammy’s round, thick ass, the way it swayed and wiggled as she crawled.
“Of course I am.  You earned this reward, and now you get me as your sexy, slutty, bimbo cheerleader fuck doll for the whole night, and you can do anything you want to me.  I’m very well trained.”  Cammy said.  “I hope you all did as I asked and saved up all that thick, delicious cum for me.  I’ve been looking forward to it, and I’m such an eager cum slut.”
The team all nodded.  They told Cammy they had, telling her just how difficult it had been not to cum while watching her video, watching the awful, dirty, shameful things she did, turning them on with her slutty, sexy body.
Cammy made sure to thank them, telling them she would make it worth their effort, reward them not just for winning but for doing as she asked, saving all their thick, creamy, hot, delicious cum for her to enjoy.  The thought of it, filling her ass, her mouth, pouring down her throat, coating her, made her body hot, aching, desperate, craving cock and cum.
As Cammy stopped in front of the team she remained on her knees, looking up at them, so many powerful young men looming over her, about to use her, have their awful way with her, their personal pink, blonde, playful bimbo fuck doll for the night.
“Now, who wants to be first to try my mouth.  I have such soft lips and you can fuck my throat as deep and as hard as you like.  I just, like, love being forced to choke on cock.”  Cammy said.
The captain of the team stepped forward, standing in front of Cammy, and she smiled at him, fluttering her long dark lashes.  She reached out and grasped the waist band of his shorts, pulled them down, and his cock, massive, thick and long and hard, growing harder, thicker, longer, popped free, almost slapping Cammy in the face, the scent of sweat and masculine musk.  Cammy giggled, reached up to grasp it, wrapping her soft, delicate fingers around the girth.
“Yummy…”  Cammy whispered.
She wasted no more time.  Cammy opened her mouth, parting her plump, pink, glossy wet lips, extending her tongue, and leaned forward to lick the cock in front of her, unable to resist any longer.  She needed this.
Cammy lapped around the head, licking the slit, then worked her hot, wet, eager tongue down the massive, throbbing musky cock, the reek of sweat and man.  The captain moaned, reached down, grasped the hair on the back of Cammy’s head, and stared down in delight as he watched the pretty, sexy, slutty blonde bimbo work her mouth onto his enhanced prick.
Cammy whined, so hot, so aroused, body burning with lust and pleasure, her enhanced mouth and tongue tingling, her throat eager to be filled.  She licked back up and paused at the head, pouting, lips pressed together, and kissed the tip of the captain’s cock.  She pressed forward, allowing his thick cock to force her lips and mouth open, easing into the hot, wet, perfect tight confines of her mouth.
His grip in her hair tightened, his hips eased forwards, forcing his cock deeper, Cammy’s tongue lapping, lips tight, her mouth wet and hot, sucking, eager.  Cammy moaned, drunk on the bliss of sucking the thick, throbbing prick, on her knees, a cock sucking bimbo slut.
“Fuck she’s good…”  The captain moaned, watching the pretty blonde serving him.
Cammy worked her lips up and down, the cock wet with her spit, her hands working to pleasure him.  She took the cock deeper each time she worked her lips onto his prick, the head brushing at the back of her throat.  Instinct and desire and need took over.  She wanted to choke, wanted to feel her throat full, the pleasure her enhanced body would bless her with. 
Cammy pressed forward, taking the captain’s cock deep, into her throat, swallowing it, her tight throat made to swallow cock, the hot, thick meat throbbing, Cammy’s throat milking.  Cammy moaned, the noise muffled, and held the cock deep, her nose held tight to the captain’s groin, chin pressed against his massive, full balls—all that cum was for her.
“Such a perfect slutty fuck doll…”  The captain said.
His words were praise.  Cammy eased her head back, dizzy from lack of air, the cock slipping out of her throat, and she gasped, drooling, lips pink, wet, chin messy, eyes watering.  Around her the rest of the team were already beginning to strip, naked, their bodies rippled with muscle, glistening with sweat, cocks hard at the sight of Cammy having her mouth fucked.
The captain’s cock left Cammy’s lips with an audible pop and she looked up at the team, grinning, giggling, knowing she had a lot of rewarding to do.  She wiggled, shaking her fat tits, her round ass, pouting, fluttering her dark lashes.
“Like, what are you studs waiting for.  My mouth might be busy at the moment, but I’ve got one more hole, two hands, and a big pair of tits you can use.  Feel free to do anything you want to me.  Molest me.  Use me.  I’m just, like, a dumb, pretty, slutty bimbo fuck doll, and I’m all yours.”  She said.
Cammy giggled again, turned her attention back to the captain’s cock, unable to resist sucking, letting it fuck her mouth, his hand guiding her plump, pink, cock sucking lips back to his throbbing prick.  She pressed forward, her mouth easing open, and swallowing it with ease, sucking, licking.  Around her the rest of the team wasted no more time.
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Hands roamed Cammy’s body, fondling, molesting, squeezing, caressing, teasing, pinching, probing, over her tits, nipples, belly, hips, ass, legs, her tiny caged cock, along her crack, pressing at her plugged hole.  She moaned, loving it, wiggling, giggling even with a mouth full of hot, hard, thick cock, drooling, sucking, fucking it deep into her throat, moaning, inviting more.  The captain gripped her hair and fucked her mouth, deep, long, hard strokes, slipping his cock deep into her throat before pulling it out, slipping almost his entire length out of her mouth.
Cammy’s head was spinning, drunk on the pleasure of cock, being touched, played with, serving on her knees for her team, the tall, muscular, strong men all wanting her, lusting after her.  Fingers gripped the head of her plug, teasing it, pulling, easing it out of her tight, slippery fuck hole.  Fingers pinched her nipples, making her moan on the cock in her mouth as her plump, pink, wet lips worked up and down.  Hands gripped her wrists, pulling them, directing each hand to a cock, thick and hard and throbbing, her hands working up and down a cock each, head bobbing up and down on the cock in her mouth, the hand on the back of her head directing her pace as the captain thrust his hips, forcing his fat prick into her throat, choking her, over and over again.
Cammy wiggled her hips as her plug was eased out, her hole puckering slightly before it stretched, wider, the plug popping free, leaving her gaping, desperate to be filled, fucked.  Hands gripped her waist, pulling her into position, her lips locked on cock. 
She spread her legs, wide, and her skirt was lifted up, exposing her ass, caged cock, her fishnet clad thighs, her brazen panties that left her caged dick and her glistening, gaping hole exposed.  Something wet, slick, cool, ran down her crack, filling her hole, then something hard, thick, hot, throbbing, ran along, teasing, slippery, pressing at her entrance.
Cammy moaned, loudly, desperate now to be fill, fucked from both ends at once.  She pressed back, spreading her legs, lifting her ass, offering herself, and the boy behind her forced his hips forward, forcing his cock into Cammy’s tight, slippery, well trained fuck hole.  Her hole stretched, the pressure building and then there was that perfect, joyful moment Cammy loved, her entrance forced wide, the thick head of the cock popping past her entrance, the throbbing cock slipping deep, filling her, fucking her.
“Fuck she’s tight.  It’s like her ass is milking me.  Such a hungry fuck hole eager for my cum.”  A voice said.
Hands gripped her hips, the cock working deep, then slipping out, the head tugging at her entrance before thrusting back in, thick, stretching her open, slippery, tight, throbbing, hot.  A bright knot of joy blossomed in her belly, fluttering, brilliant, filling her, and she worked her lips up and down on the cock in her mouth, giddy with bliss.
Hands pinched her nipples, hard, making her moan, squirm.  She was a bimbo cheerleader slut, a fuck doll, this was her purpose, and she was happy.
The hand gripping her hair tightened, the captain’s cock thrusting deeper, swelling, throbbing.  He was close.  He was going to cum.  She was going to earn cum.  Just the thought made Cammy happy.  All this cum saved up just for her.  She was going to enjoy this.
Cammy swallowed the captain’s cock, deep into her throat, milking it, and she felt it swell, throbbing, and he held her head down, tight, nose pressed to his groin as she struggled to breath. 
“Fuck!”  The captain roared, thrusting deeper.
She felt it.  His cock erupted, cumming inside her throat, her throat clenching, swallowing, milking, draining his thick, hot, delicious cum, the sticky mess of it coating her throat, filling her belly, so much that she could not swallow fast enough, the thick creamy cum filling her mouth, choking her, drooling from her lips even as she tried to swallow it all.
“Such a good fuck toy…”  The captain said.
The boy behind fucked her hard, deep, fast, ravishing her, fucking her tight ass, his cock so thick and hard and hot, stretching her, pressing on the knot of joy inside her, making her worthless little caged dick drool precum.  Cammy moaned, lost on the pleasure of it all, swallowing the cum, lapping at the cock in her throat.
“Good job I saved up plenty for you.  I’ve still got lots left.”  The captain said.
Cammy murmured her delight, the cock slipping out of her throat, softening only slightly as she sucked the last traces of cum from it, her mouth sticky, lips wet, throat aching for more cock.
Behind her the boy fucking her ass slammed deep, hard, making her groan, her caged cock, so small, worthless, useless, drooling constantly now, body on fire with pleasure. 
The captain slipped his cock from Cammy’s lips with an audible pop and she looked up and around, searching for the next young man she was going to reward with her hot, talented, slut mouth. 
Behind her the cock in her ass swelled, her hips held tight, fucking her hard and fast and deep, her ass slippery, stuffed, fucked.  Cammy moaned as she felt ripples of pleasure spreading through her.
“Yes… please… more… fuck me harder, fuck my ass, mouth, tits… use me… use me anyway you want… let me… let me reward you, let me make you cum, let me be your slutty bimbo cumslut fuck toy.”  Cammy moaned.
The team did not need Cammy to repeat herself.  Another boy moved to replace the captain, pressing his fat cock to Cammy’s lips, and she swallowed it eagerly, gladly, happily.
The boy behind rammed his cock deep into Cammy’s ass, the fat prick swelling, throbbing hard.  As she sucked on the cock in her mouth, her hands working on two more, she felt the prick inside her fuck hole erupt, cumming hard, filling her ass with her first load of many.
Cammy moaned, the knot inside her swelling, and she came, hard, her caged cock drooling, one tiny orgasm with many, many more to follow as she served as the team’s reward, the team’s fuck doll, being played with, used, fucked, claimed, bred, filled with cum, swallowing it, her ass full of thick creamy cum, her body and face and hair coated with load after load.
Cammy slipped her lips from the cock fucking her throat, hands fondling her, mauling her, one hand tangled in her blonde curls trying to force her face back down onto another cock, hands jerking, her ass full of cum as the cock slipped out of her ass.  She was blushing, giggling, panting, heart racing.
“More… fuck me more… fuck my ass, fill me up, cum in me, use me… ruin me… I’m your fuck doll, all night… just… don’t stop fucking me… please… don’t stop until you’re all empty… I… I need you to fuck me, cum in me… please…”
Cammy could not resist any more.  Her lips returned to the cock in front of her and she sucked, hard, deep, her used fuck hole drooling warm, sticky cum.  Another member of the team replaced the boy behind her, moving quickly, pressing his cock to Cammy’s stretched hole, slipping in easily, filling her, making her moan, the noise muffled.  He fucked her, slowly at first, hands groping her ass, then began to fuck her harder, faster.
Her hands slipped up and down hard cocks, one in her throat, one in her ass, her heavy tits and ass squeezed.  It was heaven.  She didn’t need to think, just needed to get fucked, to be filled with cum, a pretty, sexy, slutty, bimbo fuck doll.
There were so many of them, so much cum, all of it saved up for her.  She was going to fuck them all, have them fuck her, sucking, riding, on her knees, on her back.  Have her mouth fucked, her throat, her ass, her tits and hands, so much cock and cum, cumming so many times, her worthless little cage girl cock all locked up, drooling, her body just a mindless plaything to be used and fucked and bred.  So much cum.  So much cock.  Hours of it.  Rewarding her team.  It was all so… wonderful, and she never wanted it to end.




Chapter Four
It took Jessica three days to get everything ready.  Her planning was meticulous, and, even with the time she spent helping Cammy and a few of the other classmates, she still managed to find time to double and triple check the details for her final test.  She was not going to fail.
It was simple enough.  Demonstrate what she had learned, put on a show to entertain, that would be recorded and archived in the schools vast library of performances by other girls with talents and interests similar to Jessica’s, but in reality it turned out to be far more complicated.
Just the openness of the brief… put on a show… made it difficult to make any decisions.  Jessica was used to having every decision made for her, her every move and action directed, and she had come to expect it, enjoy it, relishing in the freedom of just submitting to greater authority.  Now though, she needed to show she was prepared for the freedom and independence that came with graduating.  She had to be able to organise a complete show from nothing, showing off everything she had learned.  It was her final performance, a work of art, and she would make absolutely sure to impress.
Jessica moved around the room, checking the lighting, the camera, the stage, the set, and, finally, the most important detail, her chamber.  She had requested it custom built, and it had taken the longest to source, taking so long to make that Jessica had been worried she might not make the deadline for her performance, but she just knew that the anxiety and worry would be worth it now she could see it.
It was steel, bleak and industrial, six pieces of heavy, unfinished metal wielded together, a hexagon, each side over two metres high.  There was no door in or out, the only way to enter was through the open top, on a ladder that would, before the show began, be withdrawn, leaving Jessica trapped until the show was over.  There was one way out, and that was to finish the job she started.
On each side there was a hole, cut at around waist height, no more than ten centimetres across.  While Jessica was inside there would forty eight men outside, eight groups of six.  They would encircle her, offering their hard cock to her through the holes, demanding that she pleasure them, make them cum, and only by satisfying every last one would she earn release from her chamber. 
There were a few details added for her comfort, the floor padded to make it easier for Jessica to remain on her knees, sucking, licking, swallowing, serving, and the edge of each hole was padded with rubber to ensure that the men’s cocks would not chafe, the holes wide enough and padded enough that they could press right up against the walls, putting even their balls though for Jessica to fondle and lick if she wanted to, and the chamber was small enough that Jessica would barely need to move to slip her lips from one cock to the next, each cock easily within reach so that she could lick, suck, stroke, and tease all six cocks almost simultaneously.
Above the cabinet were numerous cameras, so that Jessica would be seen, recorded, filmed as she pleasured the men with her lips, tongue, mouth, throat, hands, even her tits, many angles capturing the debauchery.  She smiled, giggling.  It was going to be so hot, and she was certain Ms Lewis would be impressed.
Just thinking about it had her lips tingling, an empty hollow feeling in her belly, the tattoo just above her caged cock almost fizzing, the words branding her identity CUMSLUT.  She was looking forward to this, so many cocks, so much cum, her mouth a willing fuck toy and, as she thought about the final little twist, nibbling on her bottom, pierced lip, her hole clenched, a sense of nervous anticipation.
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Jessica worked hard to make sure her make-up was just perfect, a special mascara and eyeliner she had ordered that was absolutely not waterproof, and would run at the first sign of tears, thick and black, dark eyeshadows, black and dusky purple, just a hint of glitter, black nail polish, and thick, waxy, dark red lipstick, the kind that would smear and stain and make an absolute mess the moment her lips touched anything, but that would ensure her lips stayed dark and pouty for the camera.  She wore her leather collar, still locked on her, the presence of it almost comforting now, part of her new identity, and a series of spiked leather wrist cuffs that made her seem punk and gothy.
She wore the highest, most outrageous black platform heels she owned, with a pair of black fishnet stockings.  Around her waist was a black suspender belt, and she wore a long sleeve top made of more black fishnet, the holes wide so that her pierced nipples poked through, her massive tits stretching the material.  She wore no panties, and no bra, her round, fat ass and wide hips on display, her caged cock, aching, left on display for anyone to see. 
She checked herself in the mirror and smiled, a small wink and a sexy pout, fluttering her dark, thick lashes.
“Perfect.  I can’t wait to get messy.”  She said.
Dressed, ready, she checked the final touch… her plug.  Already she could feel the gentle, warm throb of it, thick and massive inside her tight hole, the subtle buzzing that was keeping her constantly on edge, the glowing pink gem showing her off as the slutty goth princess she’d been trained to be.
Jessica wiggled her hips and ass, grinning as the plug pressed on all the best spots inside of her, making her whimper.  Just thinking about what lay in store for her made her cock drool precum.
The plug was build to stimulate Jessica’s most sensitive, pleasurable spots on command, driving her wild, throbbing and buzzing inside her whenever it was given the signal.  That signal was keyed to a button just above each hole around her chamber, so that the men could press it when they came, making her plug vibrate in the most wonderfully intense way when they were cumming, each time reinforcing her need for cum, her desire to make them cum, the plug urging her to try harder to milk cum from the many cocks, licking, sucking, fucking them with her mouth and throat.  The plug would serve to only reinforce her need for cock, cum, the desire to fall to her knees and suck and swallow, and it was all of Jessica’s own design.  She could barely wait.
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Jessica stood alone in her metal chamber and watched as the ladder was drawn up, trapping her.  The lights above came on, dazzling her, so that she seemed imprisoned by the brightness, trapped on all sides by solid steel, the six holes daunting.
Forty eight cocks.  Already her plug, buzzing gently on its lowest setting, was driving her to distraction.  She was struggling to think, to focus, her heart racing, breath ragged, hands shaking. 
The cameras would be rolling, capturing all of this, these moments before it really began, her nervous anticipation.  Jessica took a deep breath, steeling herself.  She looked up, at the cameras above her cell that she could not see, and smiled, fluttering her lashes, posing for the camera like a true exhibitionist slut.  She wiggled, lifting one hand to give a cute little wave.
“Hi everyone, and welcome to my graduation special.”  Jessica said in her cutest voice.
Already her need to perform, to be seen, to show off was taking over.  The thought of performing, being a public slut on display, sucking so many cocks on camera so people would watch her, be aroused by her, cum to images of her, made her wild, only adding to the thrill of her gently humming plug.
Her mouth was salivating, pierced lips tingling, her pierced tongue so sensitive, throat eager to be filled as her pieced nipples stiffened.  Her tattooed body was bared, big tits, round ass.  She was a goth exhibitionist princess and she was going to impress.
“Today I’ve got something extra special planned, so I want you all to sit back, relax, and enjoy.  I’m hoping to get extra messy, and maybe help you get messy too.”
Jessica pouted, and blew a kiss to the camera.
“You can let them in now.”  Jessica called.
From the room beyond there was the sound of a door opening, then footsteps.  Lots of footsteps, but no voices. 
Jessica had no idea who the cocks would belong to, just that she had been reassured by Ms Lewis that they would be long, thick and hard, and ready to give her lots and lots of cum.  She bit her bottom lip and turned away from the camera, eyes darting around looking at the holes, waiting, eagerly.
She gave a small, excited squeal when the first cock slipped through a hole.  It was perfect.  Thick and long and rock hard, the head prominent, shaft ribbed with veins, the heavy balls hanging below, full of lots of delicious cum.
The first was joined by another, then another, and soon Jessica was surrounded in her small cell by six, perfect, hard cocks all demanding her attention.  This was going to be fun.
Slowly, making sure to put on a good show for the camera, wiggling her hips and ass, her tits swaying, her tattoos obvious in the bright lights, she sank to her knees.  Jessica reached out for the first cock that had slipped through the holes and wrapped her fingers around it.
The cock throbbed in her hand, begging for her attention, and she was not going to deny it, not when her whole body was vibrating with need, her mouth wet, hot, aching, her pierced lips and tongue tingling, her craving for cum driving all rational thoughts from her head.  She wanted her mouth full of cock, cum, needed it, and she wanted everyone to see just what a sexy, beautiful, exhibitionist slut she was.
Jessica shifted, her dark lips parting, and leaned forward, her tongue slipping just past her lips, and the moment the head of the perfect cock touched her pieced lips she moaned in bliss, her caged cock throbbing hard, drooling precum already.  She pressed on, pouting, lips wet and tight, and her tongue licked, the thick cock forcing her mouth wider as it pressed in, slipping into the hot, tight, wet confines of her mouth, a willing fuck hole, the piercings in her lips and tongue throbbing with bright, intense, addictive pleasure.
She was a cock-slut, a cumslut, obsessed with sucking cock, earning cum, swallowing it, desperate to show off, to show the camera, the audience, just what a good girl she was.  Jessica sucked on the head, hard, her hands stroking the cocks around her, throbbing in her soft, delicate palms, almost too thick for her to wrap her feminine fingers around the girth.
The taste of precum was sharp, sweet, heavenly, and, slowly, she worked her mouth down, wet, hot, tight, tongue lapping, taking more of the thick, perfect prick into her mouth, drunk on the joy of it, craving more, needing more.  Her tongue caressed the velvet skin of the cock in her mouth, hands jerking, moving from cock to cock to keep them all excited for her, her head spinning, heart racing.  From the other side of the wall she heard a soft groan, her ministrations clearly driving someone wild.
The head of the cock pressed at the back of Jessica’s throat, choking her, but Jessica needed more.  She pressed on, her throat opening, stretched, and she swallowed the fat, thick, throbbing cock, taking it deep, her lips slipping down to the base, chin pressing against the warm flesh of the balls, her throat milking, squeezing, warm and tight and wet.
There were so many cocks, all for her, the cameras filming her, watching her.  So many cocks, so much cum.  Her body throbbed, aching with need.  She did not need to take her time, savour the moment, the cock in her mouth, throat, throbbing, so close.  She could indulge herself, over and over, go wild, abandon her restraint and self-control.  She needed cum.
Jessica sucked, hard, milking the cock in her throat, feeling it swell, throbbing.  Her hole clenched around the plug in her ass, her caged cock drooling, her body on fire with pleasure.  There were no thoughts, just pleasure, instinct, need.
The prick in her throat grew harder, thick and fat, throbbing hard as she sucked, lips and tongue and throat, and then, suddenly, wonderfully, it was cumming, cumming down her throat, filling her mouth, the taste sharp and bitter and sweet, coating her tongue, throat, spilling out over her lips, thick and warm and sticky. 
Jessica swallowed, shuddering, the cock still cumming, and then she felt a wave of bright, hot, overwhelming pleasure as the plug in her tight fuck hole vibrated, her reward for making the cock cum, for swallowing it, the vibrations teasing the knot of pleasure in her, her caged cock throbbing, so close, mouth bright with pleasure as she sucked the last drops of cum from the slowly softening prick.
The vibrations ended, leaving Jessica breathless and in need of more.  More…
She pulled her lips from the cock with an audible pop and the cock withdrew.  Jessica turned and found another immediately, ravenous and hungry, opening her cum covered lips and taking it into her hot, wet mouth, taking it deep, desperate for more.
The cock slipped deep even as another prick replaced the first.  Jessica moved one hand to grasp it, stroke it, sucking the one in her mouth deeper, her throat opening, choking, taking it deep, sucking, licking.
Her head was spinning, the vibrations of the plug in her ass subtle now, her caged cock twitching, the knot of joy in her belly tight, lips and tongue buzzing.  She was close, each thrust of the cock in her mouth as she bobbed her head up and down taking her closer. 
Jessica’s eyes were watering as she looked up at the bright lights, the camera, aware she had to put on a good show even as she enjoyed herself, the thrill of being seen, being watched, filmed, making her body ache and heart skip.  Her lips pressed tight, tongue working, hands stroking the cocks around her, spit drooling from her lips.  She was drunk on the joy of it all.
As she worked her head up and down, cock slipping in and out of her throat, she felt it swelling, throbbing hard.  It was close.  It was going to cum, for her, in her mouth, throat, and she wanted it.  Jessica took it deep, lips sloppy, mouth wet and tight and hot, eyes watering, unable to breathe, choking.
She felt it cum, hard, cumming for her, rewarding her, her body shuddering with bliss as she received her reward and then, bright, intense, the plug vibrated again, hard throbs of pleasure inside her tight ass.  Jessica moaned, overcome by the cocktail of sensation and her caged cock spasmed, cumming, drooling cum onto the floor, her body shaking as she swallowed.
The cock in her mouth began to soften, drooling cum over her lips as she let it slip from her mouth, turning her attention to the next.  Her body was still burning, heart racing, the vibrations of her plug fading, leaving her craving more.
There was more to come though.  So much more.  More cocks, more sucking, licking, having her throat fucked.  More pleasure, more cum, more of everything.  As Jessica wrapped her pierced lips around another fat cock she moaned.  She was the perfect exhibitionist cumslut gothic princess, on her knees, serving, mouth full of cock and cum, plugged, caged, her tattooed body on display. 
She was happy, buzzing, floating on a cloud of pleasure and endorphins.  There was more, so much more.  She worked her pierced lips down the fat cock in her mouth, moaning in pleasure as she took it deep, and she knew that whether she passed or failed, she was going to enjoy this test.
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Jessica worked one cock after another, her lips buzzing, tingling, her tongue alive with bliss, her throat stuffed full, pleasure washing over her in waves.  Her lipstick became smeared, her eyes watering, mascara running, staining her face with black tears.
She did not stop though, did not pause or take a break.  She looked up at the cameras above her as she slipped her lips from one cock to the next, her hands working those around her, milking cum from each in turn.
Some cocks were thicker, some longer, some with fat, prominent heads, others ribbed with veins, but they were all perfect, their enhanced performance blessing her with copious amounts of cum, feeling them throb inside her throat as she licked and sucked and bobbed her head up and down, the fat pricks fucking in and out of her throat, her mouth filling with cum, swallowing it, the thick stickiness spilling over her lips, running down her chin to drip on her tits, the cocks around her drooling precum, coating her hands and wrists, dripping over her arms, face, hair, tits.
Each time she made a cock cum she was rewarded, not just with their cum, but with the buzzing of her plug, the vibrations making her whole body light up with intense, addictive pleasure, craving more, her caged cock throbbing, an agony of delight.  Jessica became almost fevered, ferocious, ravenous, moving from one cock to the next, at times sucking on several in quick succession, trying to make several cum at once, wanting that intense rush of pleasure.
Even as she indulged herself though she remembered why she was there, what she was doing, what her purpose was.  It was a test.  She was there to perform, to be seen, to satisfy not just the cocks around her, not just herself, but the unknown viewer watching the film she was making, and that thought drove her only more wild.
Wanting to do her best, to really show what a good girl she was, what a slutty, exhibitionist, cumslut, gothy princess she was, Jessica slipped the fat, long, hard cock from her mouth and shifted.  Taking her hands from the cock in front of her she pressed her plump, heavy, soft tits together and rose up to offer her cleavage to the cock that throbbing in front of her face.
As wet as it was, as spit and cum coated as her tits were, it slipped easily across the soft, amble, cushiony flesh of her tits.  Jessica moaned, the touch electric, her pierced nipples stiffening, and she pressed the throbbing cock through the mesh of her top, into her slippery cleavage, and worked her tits slowly down.  Jessica shuddered as she felt it caressing between her swollen tits, each thrust up and down making her nipples throb, the piercings sending intense sensations of pleasure out through her tits and along her spine.
The head popped up through the top of her cleavage, close to her lips, and Jessica let it just barely penetrate her mouth, sucking hard, licking, working her tits up and down, wet and warm, soft and slippery.  Her spit drooled, wetting the prick, dribbling down to coat her tits, lubricating them, her face and body a sloppy, cum coated mess. 
As she lapped at the head of the cock, licking, sucking, her pierced lips and tongue pulsed bright with pleasure, and she reached with her fingers to her pierced nipples, teasing them, pinching them, tugging on them.  She moaned, drunk on the joy of sucking cock, being titfucked, a gothy cumslut princess, being seen, performing.
As she worked she felt the cock between her tits throbbing, growing harder, swelling, close now.  She let it slip from her lips, struggling with the desire to take it deep into her throat, to contain and swallow all of the cum, aware that she needed to put on the best performance possible, acting for the camera, her unseen viewers.
The head slipped from her lips with an audible pop and Jessica worked her tits harder, faster, a fluttering in her belly.  The cock swelled, hard, throbbing, her tits and face a mess, and she stared at the glistening slit, eager for her reward, mouth open, tongue out.
The cock throbbed, hard, pressed between her tits, and came, cumming hard, erupting jets of hot, sticky, thick cum across Jessica’s face, into her mouth, coating her lips and tongue, across her cheeks, chin, in her hair.  She kept stroking it, milking it with her tits, squeezing, buzzing with pleasure as she was showered with cum, over her face, in her mouth, over her tits.
The plug in her ass buzzed to life, vibrating, hard, and Jessica felt another intense whole body orgasm wash over her, her caged cock aching, drooling a thin trickle of cum, the pleasure more than words, blanking her mind as the cock between her tits stopped cumming, began to soften.  Jessica leaned forward and kissed the head, licking the last traces of cum from it, releasing it begrudgingly.
She licked her lips, tasting the cum on her face, swallowing, aware just what a nasty, filthy, messy slut she must look like, giddy, happy with how the performance was going.  Jessica held the cum on her tongue and looked up at the camera, face a sloppy mess, and held her mouth open, showing off the mouthful of cum, closing her lips, swallowing, then showing her empty tongue, grinning.
The cock she had just pleasured withdrew and the buzzing of her plug faded.  She looked back down as another replaced it, so many more still to pleasure, to please, to serve and enjoy and milk of cum.  She turned, reached out, and stroked the newest prick gently, teasing it, then turned to the one next to it, taking a deep breath, relishing the pleasure of the moment, the sheer debauchery of it, the freedom she had gained to be the slut she had always wanted to be.  She smiled, opened her lips, leaned forward, and took yet another cock between her plump, pieced lips, licking the slick drool of precum, savouring it, glad for what the Femboy Reform School had done for her.




Chapter Five
The girls took their time to get ready, working to make sure their make-up was all perfect, that their uniforms were neat and clean, that they were the prettiest, most beautiful they could be.  Today was, after all, a very important day.
Today they would find out if they were graduating, and those lucky enough to have passed would receive their final, mysterious honours.
“You think, like, you passed?”  Cammy said to her room-mates.
Jessica and Amanda both looked at Cammy, then at each other.  They smiled, but their eyes betrayed their nervousness.
“I hope I did.”  Amanda said.  “We did our best anyway and… well, you’ll both get to see and judge for yourselves, but I think we did a really good job.”
Cammy and Jessica smiled at their friend.  They were all nervous about the upcoming ceremony, but excited too.
Since the tests were conducted with an element of secrecy none of the girls had seen, or knew, exactly what their classmates had got up to, what they had done, just what their tests involved, or how they had performed.  During the ceremony though, they would each get to see how their classmates had performed, what they had been expected to do, how they had done.  They would all get to see just what their sexy school girl classmates had got up to, would get to see just what nasty, well behaved sluts they’d been, and they would each get to see whether their efforts were judged as passing, or failing.
“Yeah I mean, I had fun, and I think it went really well, but its so hard to tell.  I want to think I passed, but I don’t want to be overconfident just to be disappointed.”  Jessica said.
Cammy nodded, bouncing up and down in her pink heels as she stood still, restless, her massive tits jiggling in her tight schoolgirl top, her tiny pink plaid skirt swaying, flashing her round, pert ass.  Her pink collar and her bright blonde hair matched with her bright pink make-up and lipstick, her long, bright pink nails.
“Yeah, like, I totally know what you mean.  I had soooo much fun on my test I almost want to fail so I can have another one like it, but, like, I also really want to have done well and impressed, so I pass.  I’m a bit scared about, like, getting out of here, but excited to.  I want the world to see what a good girl I’ve become and I can’t wait to show everyone what a sexy bimbo I’ve been turned into.  I’m hoping there’ll be lots of people who want to play with me.”
Jessica and Amanda both smiled, laughing, friendly.  They nodded.
“Yeah I think there’ll be plenty of people wanting to do more than play with you Cammy.”  Jessica said.
Cammy squealed in delight, clapping her hands together, giggling, bouncing, her body jiggling in the sexy bimbo cheerleader fashion that had become Cammy’s style.  As the girls finished getting ready there was a knock at the door.
“Come in.”  Amanda called.
She was already facing it, smiling, heart skipping.  She knew who it was before the door even opened, recognising the knock.
“Hi.  I’m not interrupting am I?”  Kristi asked.
“Hi!  No, like, we were just talking!  How are you, oh my god you look too cute!”
Cammy was a burst of enthusiasm, her excitement and nerves too much to contain.  She rushed over to Kristi and wrapped her arms around her and hugged her, taking Kristi by surprise as the larger, curvier girl smooshed her with her boobs.
Cammy wiggled against Kristi, grinding her hips against the not so subtle bulge hidden beneath Kristi’s skirt.  Kristi laughed but did not resist too much, used to Cammy’s enthusiastic and overly horny personality by now.
“Pleased to see you too you big boobed blonde bimbo!”  Kristi said, giggling.
“Oh, you know I love that pet name.”  Cammy said, letting go of Kristi and poking her tongue out slightly.
Amanda and Jessica laughed.  Kristi looked over to her best friend with soft eyes and Amanda stared back, wistful, biting her bottom lip. 
The two friends had talked a lot about their connection, their fear for being separated after graduating.  Neither of them knew what graduating from the Femboy Reform School really meant, but they’d made a promise that they’d each do all they could to make sure they’d stay in touch and see each other.  They both agreed that what they had, the connection they’d forged, the chemistry between them, was too special to let go easily and without a fight.
“Hey beautiful”  Amanda said coyly.
Kristi blushed.
“Oh will you two stop being so sickening, tooth achingly sweet!  Honestly you’re both so adorable together you make me sick.”  Jessica said, laughing.
Cammy laughed, and Amanda and Kristi laughed with her, the two best friends used to the kind hearted teasing from their classmates.
“So, are you three all ready to go?  We don’t want to be late.”  Kristi said.
“Like, totally.”  Cammy said.
“Yeah, we’re all good.”  Amanda replied.
“Ready as I’ll ever be.”  Jessica said.  “As much as I’m nervous, I can’t wait to find out what this mysterious graduation is really like, and see just what they’ve got planned for us.”
The three other girls agreed.  Together they set off to the hall where the ceremony was being held, meeting up with their classmates as they too were making their way down. 
The precise nature of the graduation was a mystery.  None of the senior girls who had graduated had ever spoken about what happened after you passed, what happened to you when you left.  One thing though was for sure, given the training, the transformations, and the specific, specialised education the girls had received, it was sure to be interesting.
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The hall was decorated in pinks and white, with rows of chairs at the front of the room in front of a stage.  Ms Lewis stood, looking proud, sexy, a tight fitting short black dress, hugging her curves, low cut with a long slit up one side rising up to her hip—it was the most provocative the girls had seen her, and none of them could deny how utterly stunning their beautiful teacher was.
The girls filed into the room, taking their seats, chatting amongst themselves as the room filled.  They all looked equally nervous, wide eyed, much like they had been on that first day so long ago except now… now they were very different.
Then they had been unsure, timid femboys, hiding from themselves, unwilling to admit what they wanted, what they were.  The Femboy Reform School had changed that though, it had helped them admit the truth, admit what they were, who they wanted to be.
The boys they had once pretended to be had vanished, the unhappy, shy, timid pretty boys gone, replaced with happy, bubbly, beautiful young women.  Ms Lewis stood looking out over the room at the buxom, curvy, sexy sluts she had raised, all so stunning and happy and confident now, so many varieties of slut, from dumb bimbo to dark goth, submissive, domineering, smart, cruel, soft, slim, voluptuous, tall, short.
It was a special pleasure training and shaping such young women, making them better, prettier, sexier, happier, seeing them blossom, transforming them, corrupting them, then sending them out into the world to have wild, fun adventures.  It was a bitter-sweet moment, the joy of knowing the happiness her girls would experience now, the pleasure they would spread, but also knowing that this special time for them, and for her, was over.
“Welcome girls.”  She said.  “Seeing you all here today it… well, it is almost enough to bring a tear to my eye.  One of both joy and sadness.”
The girls fell quiet and faced Ms Lewis as she spoke to them, looking up at their beautiful, domineering teacher with awe and reverence.  Ms Lewis looked at each of them in turn, their pretty faces, smiling.
“But we have to look forward.  Yes, your time here is, if you pass, coming to an end, but hopefully you’ve all been… improved by your time here, and you all have many, many treasured memories to take with you, yet it is to the future we must now look.  You have the rest of your lives ahead of you.  Before you came here those lives appeared dreary, and drab, unexciting, arduous, unpleasant, and all of you seemed exhausted at the prospect of facing them.  Now though… now you all have such bright, wonderful, exciting adventures ahead of you.  I see before me so many happy, charming, sexy, confident girls, ready to begin such bright, wonderful lives, it makes me happier than I can easily explain.”
The girls all blushed, squirming.  Ms Lewis’s praise meant so much to them, a wash of pleasure, warmth, happiness.
“You’ve all done wonderfully, and no matter what happens today, you should know that I am proud of all of you for how far you’ve come, and how hard you’ve tried.”
The girls blushed pink, squirming, beaming.  The room was quiet, rapt, listening to their teacher, their Mistress.
“Now though… now we come to perhaps the most important part.  Your results.”
The girls all stiffened.
“I will call you, one by one, and you will come up, on stage, with me.  We will then go over your… performance, so that all of you can share in how well you did.  Once it is over I will give you your mark, a pass, or a fail.”
There was a sudden sense of dread and tension.  None of the girls wanted to be told they had failed and disappointed Ms Lewis.  Ms Lewis stood, giving away no indication of how the girls had done.
“Afterwards we will have your final graduation ceremony, just a little parting gift from the school to all you girls who passed and I hope you will… enjoy.  For now though, can Lucy please join me on stage.”
One of the girls rose to her feet, a pretty redhead, pale skin, phenomenal long legs and feet on point almost like a ballerina in unsettlingly high heels.  She tottered towards the stage, hips wigging in a tiny, tight skirt, round ass jiggling.
As she joined Ms Lewis she turned towards the gathered class, nervous, hands shaking.  Her breasts rose and fell as she took quick, ragged breaths.
“So, Lucy, your test was to show you knew how to take care of injured patients in need of care.  How about you tell us what you came up with.”  Ms Lewis asked.
Lucy took a deep breath, and began to recount the misadventures of her test, starting with a graphic, hot account of a slow, sensual handjob.
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Out of the three room-mates Cammy was called first.
She walked slowly up to the stage, wiggling her round, fat ass in her tiny pink schoolgirl skirt, her heavy tits jiggling in her tight top.  As she stood next to Ms Lewis she grinned, giggling, bouncing up and down, the perfect bimbo slut in her pink BIMBO collar, bright blonde curls.
“Now, Cammy, you had to encourage and reward our team to make sure they won, didn’t you?” 
Cammy nodded, beaming, blushing, her body growing hot at just the memory of making her slutty video, then rewarding her boys, the way they had used her all night, their private fuck doll.  She squirmed, grinning, giggling.
“Well, why don’t you tell us all about what you did.”  Ms Lewis said.
Cammy nodded again, biting her bottom lip.
“Like, sure… but… I might, like, get a bit, or totally, distracted remembering it.”
Cammy giggled again.
“I’d expect no less from a pretty, slutty, dumb pink bimbo doll like you Cammy.”  Ms Lewis said, grinning.  “Now, begin.”
Cammy obliged.  She started with her idea for the video to inspire the team, and her request for them to edge while watching her, but not to cum, to save all their cum for her, and her offer to be their personal bimbo fuck doll for a whole night if they won. 
As she described it a bright light flicked on in front of her and an image was displayed on the wall behind her, a picture of Cammy, and a film began playing, the volume low so Cammy could still be heard clearly.
It was her video, the one she had sent the team.  Her whole class was watching it now, watching her show off her body, offering it to the team as an incentive, a reward, begging them to save their cum for her.
Cammy blushed, a rising sense of joy, being seen, enjoying being a pretty pink bimbo slut, her pretty classmates watching her show off her bimbo fuck toy body, being aroused by her.  The film played and she continued with her story.
She moved on from filming the video to her reward, and as she did she was surprised to see the doors at the far end of the hall open.  As she talked her eyes went wide and her hole clenched hard around her thick plug, her caged cock aching.
The team, her team, the hunky, well hung boys, were walking towards her as Cammy told in lurid detail all the things she had done for them, all the things they had done to her, her heart racing, her body hot and tingling.
The boys approached the stage, all the girls turning to admire them with hungry eyes as Cammy described the ways they had fucked her, used her, claimed her, bred her, cumming down her throat, on her tits, in her ass, over her face, her blush growing pinker, her squirming more animated.  They moved to stand just behind her, each giving her a small peck on the cheek as she continued her story.
As she came to the end, the final climax, she stopped, gasping, chest rising and falling, clearly flustered, just as the whole room was flustered, even the young men behind Cammy, the outlines of the fat cocks just visible in their shorts.
“Very good Cammy.  Such a wonderfully entertaining tale.  However, I think to get the complete picture, we should hear from the team, gather their opinion about how well you did.”
Cammy blushed, giggled, nodded, her mind hot and dizzy and blank.
“Well, I’d say that our pretty bimbo here gave us just the edge we needed.”  The team captain said, chucking.  “That video, and the idea to have us edge but not cum, save it for the reward we’d get if we won.  Well, we all stuck to it, we all did as our pretty fuck doll asked, because we knew she’d be worth it.  That was the final push we needed to win.”
Ms Lewis nodded, appraising his words, studying Cammy.
“Very good.  It seems like our bimbo doll’s plan worked.  But… how was the reward?”  Ms Lewis Asked.
The boys all chuckled.
“Hot as hell.  Being frank, she sucks cock like an angel, and fucks like a demon.”  One boy said.
“That ass… damn.  Fucking her, having her ride my fat cock, cumming inside her, I’d win twenty championships to get another night with her.”
The praise made Cammy turn bright pink, nibbling on her bottom lip, squirming, her body hot, swaying her hips, wiggling her ass, her tits bouncing up and down.  The boys surrounded her, looking down at her with lust, and there was an obvious sexual tension.
“Yeah, I mean… I wanted to win, no matter what, but… that reward.  I just couldn’t get enough of her.  She was just the most soft, perfect, willing fuck toy, and that mouth and that ass, those tits.  Damn!”
The entire team had similar praise.  They had all clearly enjoyed Cammy’s reward, her body, the pleasure she had given them, cumming in her, on her, fucking her, her fucking them.  Ms Lewis smiled as they talked, and the girls all sat squirming, clearly all aroused.
“That sounds… wonderful.”  Ms Lewis said.
She turned to Cammy, grinning.
“You did well Cammy.”
Cammy giggled, head dizzy.
“Thank you Ms.”
“And I spoke to your other teachers before this ceremony, and we all agree.  You passed.  With flying colours.  You graduate as a perfect pink brainless bimbo fuck doll.”
Cammy cheered, bouncing, clapping her hands, obviously overjoyed.
“Yay!”  She squealed.
Her classmates cheered with her, applauding her, Amanda and Kristi and Jessica clapping the loudest.
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Jessica came next.
She made her way up onto the stage and stood beside Ms Lewis, nervous, gnawing on her bottom lip, her dark hair and make up, black leather collar, piercings and tattoos, like a fetish wet dream.  Ms Lewis smiled at her.
“Jessica… how well you turned out in the end.  To think at the beginning you were so resistant, hesitant.”  Ms Lewis said, reaching out, tugging on her locked leather collar.
“And now look at you.  Such a good girl.  Such a well behaved CUMSLUT.”
Jessica shuddered, a sudden craving for cum, the need to feel it in her mouth, coating her lips and tongue swallowing it.  She nodded.
“Yes Ms.  Thank you.”
“Now, shall we show the girls what you got up to?”
Jessica had always thought this was a strong possibility.  Her film being seen by her classmates, but so publicly, while she was there in front of them, the thought made her heart flutter, her belly in knots, her cute little cock aching in its cage.  She nodded, excited.
“Yes Ms.”
As she spoke the bright light again lit up, casting an image of her on the wall behind her.  She looked pristine, in dark makeup, sexy and slutty in her outfit, standing in her booth, blowing a kiss to the camera and waving.  The film cut to another angle and she sank to her knees, surrounded by hard cocks, and moved to begin working them.
Jessica stood to the side, watching herself on the large screen, watching her classmates for their reaction.  There was a thrill of shame, humiliation, and pride, knowing how she looked, how hot she was making her friends as they watched her on her knees sucking cock like a true slut, taking it deep in her throat, enjoying every moment.
Seeing herself perform made Jessica’s caged cock throb, hard, and she could see her classmates squirming, clearly aroused, blushing, pressing their smooth thighs together, fidgeting to feel their plugs shift inside their tight, slippery fuck holes, their nipples hard.  The air grew tense, the scent of arousal.
Behind her the image of Jessica received her first dose of cum, the camera cutting to a close-up of her face, the look of drunk bliss, a dribble of cum escaping her lips, her mascara just beginning to run.  The film continued.  The quality was… amazing, the multiple camera angles ensuring no shot was missed, Jessica working her hands, her mouth, her tits, receiving cum shot after cum shot, swallowing, face and tits and hair growing messier each time. 
The room watched as Jessica came, not once, not twice, but many times, the buzzing of her plug each time she made a cock cum driving her over the edge again and again.  Ms Lewis watched, a subtle smile, face otherwise impassive, studying the film, Jessica, and the room, reading their reactions.
The film continued, Jessica becoming messier and messier, mascara running, lipstick smeared, eyes glazed, a look of delight, pleasure, lust, need, sucking cocks, jerking them, fucking them with her fat, slippery, cum coated tits.  She earned cum shot after cum shot, becoming a sticky, messy, cum coated slut, until there was only one prick left, her sucking becoming slow, languorous, Jessica tired, savouring that last moment of her test, taking it deep, licking, until, finally, she urged it to cum over her face, letting the cum pool in her mouth, swallowing it in an obviously exaggerated manner for the camera.
The film ended and Ms Lewis looked from Jessica to the audience.  A short laugh, obviously happy with the reaction Jessica had earned.
“I would ask what you all thought of that, but from the looks of you I can tell.  Such pretty, filthy perverts.”  Ms Lewis said.
She turned her attention to Jessica.
“So, Jessica, you did well.  Tell me, did you enjoy that?  Sucking so many cocks, earning so much cum, making such a nasty, sticky mess of yourself?  Did you enjoy the way your performance got everyone excited?  The way they watched you being such a nasty CUMSLUT?”
Jessica’s head was spinning.  She bit her bottom lip, hard, craving cum, just watching herself turning her on, the reaction of her friends making it worse, the exposure driving her wild.
“Yes Ms.”  Jessica said, meekly.
Ms Lewis smiled.
“Good.  You know, I’m expecting great things from you Jessica, and I’m going to be keeping an eye out for more of you, online, in magazines, on stage, at parties… I know you’ve got a very, very bright future ahead of you.  You passed.”
Jessica’s heart leapt.  The room burst into applause.
Jessica’s smile blossomed and she struggled to hold back a rush of tears as too many emotions threatened to overwhelm her.
“Thank you Ms.”  She whispered.
 
[image: ]
Amanda and Kristi were last, and they approached the stage together, the only girls in the entire class who’d done the test as a pair.  The walked up to stand beside Ms Lewis, and faced the crowd.
The other girls looked up at them.  So far they had all passed.  The weight of expectation, the hope, the desire to have not disappointed felt almost crushing, and Amanda wanted to both laugh and cry.  She reached out to Kristi beside her and took her hand, squeezing it, her hand squeezed hard in reply.  No matter what they were together, and that made everything easier.
“So, the rather special case of you two inseparable sluts.  I have to say I’ve enjoyed watching you two, working out just what to do with you and your wonderful chemistry.  Its not the first time we’ve had a case like yours, but you do have a rather… unique dynamic and aesthetic that it utterly captivating, and I have to say, the way you’ve developed has all of us very happy.”
Amanda and Kristi smiled, nervous, blushing as Ms Lewis spoke, still holding hands.  The praise washed over them, warming them, making both of them squirm.
“Now, your test was a little more… involved than the others.  Why don’t you tell us about it.”  Ms Lewis said.
Amanda took a deep breath.
“We… together we had to help one of the new girls, Bethany.  She was shy, and timid, a little like all of us were, but way worse.  And… she had insecurities.  She was worried she wouldn’t be pretty, or sexy.  We had to help her, train her and transform her, together.  Kristi took charge, and I was her assistant, almost a good-cop, bad-cop situation.”  Amanda said, giggling.
“The first thing we did was understand what she was insecure about, what her doubts were, why she was struggling to really commit to the school’s training.  Once we got her to admit that she really did want to become a pretty, sexy, slutty school-girl, but that she was just worried she wasn’t going to be as pretty or as good as the other girls, we were able to help her.  We worked to show her how pretty she could really be, and gave her a taste of how the school could help her, transform and corrupt her.  Then we showed her… well… we showed her that there a lot of fun in being a good girl here.”  Kristi said.
Ms Lewis stood nodding, a subtle, inscrutable smile.  She looked over Amanda and Kristi, a moment of silence.
“Indeed.  But… it’s hard to know just how well you did without seeing the product of your labours.  So, shall we see?”
Ms Lewis clapped her hands and the doors opened.  The girls all turned to look and a young, pretty girl in a scanty schoolgirl uniform walked through doors towards the stage.
Her hair was long, bright blonde, with streaks of electric pink.  Her tiny pink plaid skirt swayed with each step, so short her panties were clearly visible, her round, plump ass jiggling, hips wiggling, the click of her pink heels loud in the silence.
Bethany stepped up onto the stage, timid and shy, and stood close to Amanda and Kristi as though seeking comfort.  Both girls reacted on instinct, reaching out to hug her, a kiss on each cheek from both of them, a small, lingering kiss on Bethany’s plump, pink lips.
“And here she it.  The lovely bimbo in the making.  Bethany.  Thank you for joining us.”  Ms Lewis said.
Bethany giggled.
“Like, I’m really totally happy to be here, and, like, its all thanks to my two mentors who totally helped me.”  Bethany said.
Ms Lewis gave a small nod of her head.
“Indeed.  And you look so wonderful now.  I hear that you’ve become a perfect student with the help of these two.”
Bethany nodded, giggling, blushing, grinning.
“I… like, I really like school now.  I can’t thank them enough!”
“Well, how about you start thanking them by helping them pass their final test.  Tell us all just what they did to you, and how you enjoyed it.  Spare no detail.”
Bethany paled.  The idea of explaining in detail how she was transformed, corrupted, fucked, trained, made her head spin, but she knew she had to do her best for Amanda and Kristi.
She began to talk, going into all the things the two best friends had done to her, how they had done her make-up, hair, how they had taught her to walk in heels.  She talking about being trained to suck cock, how to be fucked, on her knees, on her back, riding, how she had learnt to love the feel of cock in her mouth, between her lips, in her throat, buried deep in her tight fuck hole, how she craved cum now, swallowing it, breeding her ass, filling her.
She talked about how she had been changed, her ass larger, hips wider, showing off her new tits with their fat, pierced nipples.  She showed off her tiny pink cage, her cock now shrunken to a fraction of its former size.
“I like it better now.  It’s cute, like me, and pretty.  I’ve, like, totally got a sexy girl cock and because it never gets hard any more the little cage is more comfortable and it feels all tingly when I cum, and now I can really focus on the feeling of being fucked.”  Bethany said.
She went on to describe how she she didn’t worry about thinking as much any more, the two senior girls helping her be happier, her head full of pink bubbles, life being much easier when all she had to do was focus on being pretty and sexy, obeying, being playful.
“I’m like, soooooo much happier now.  I really don’t know what I’d have done without them.”  Bethany said.
Ms Lewis smiled.
“Thank you.  And I can confidently say, having seen the footage, that both of them very much enjoyed training and transforming you.”  Ms Lewis said, winking at Amanda and Kristi.
The two girls blushed, giggling, remembering all the ways they had played with the pretty pink bimbo in the making.
“And I have to say, we are all very much impressed, with all three of you.”  Ms Lewis said.  “Bethany, we have very high hopes for you now after your recent changes, and as for you two, Amanda, Kristi… I’m very happy to announce you both passed.  Well done.”
There was a round of applause and the girls cheered.  Kristi and Amanda turned to hug each other, kissing each other deeply, then turned to hug Bethany, the three embracing each other.
“Which leads us on to the final ceremony.  Girls.  All of you.  Well done.  Now please, follow me.”
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Ms Lewis stopped by a set of locked double doors and turned to face her girls, smiling, obviously delighted with all of them, how they had all changed, blossoming into beautiful, pretty, sexy sluts.  She took a deep breath, savouring the moment.
“Behind theses door is… well, is your surprise.  A gift from the school to all of you.  You have twelve hours to enjoy it.  Make the most of it.  Once it is over you will be leaving us.  Maybe you will return one day, as teachers, trainers, assistants, technicians, or in other roles, but your time as students is over.”
The girls all looked at each other, the same mix of emotions, joy, uncertainty, sadness.  They had all grown close, grown to love the school, appreciating all it had done for them, to them.  They were going to leave now, start new lives.  Amanda turned to Kristi and reached out to take her hand, eyes watering.  Her lips formed the words I love you.
“You will tomorrow be sent out to start the new lives we have planned for you.  You have all been found employment suiting your talents, an apartment, gifted clothes and a generous allowance to help you settle while you begin earning your own way.”
The girls bit their bottom lips.  Where would they be sent?  Would they even see each other again?  Kristi squeezed Amanda’s hand hard.
“First, to allay all the fears I can see written on your faces, you’re all being sent to the same city.  In fact, you’ll all be living within the same building, at least to start, though I’m sure you’ll move on eventually, at your own pace of course.”
The girls all squealed with glee, obviously happy, the many friends hugging each other, jumping up and down, their sexy, curvy bodies jiggling.
“We find it best you all have a support network of friends to help you settle into your new lives, and who better than the girls you shared so many recent, formative experiences with.”  Ms Lewis said.
The girls smiled at her, beaming, all of them thanking her as one.  She held up her hands to quiet them.
“There is no need to become overly sentimental girls.  There’s lots of time for that tomorrow when you leave.  Now it’s a time to celebrate, which brings us to the event.  I will be sending you in one at a time, after I give you your new names… yes, when you graduate you earn your true name, and I will also give you an idea about what lies ahead for you, the job and role we have allocated you.”
The girls bit their bottom lips, nervous, eager, excited.  What did lie ahead for them?  What did their futures hold?
Ms Lewis called the first girl on her list, Elizabeth, her new name Lizzie, and her job, in sales, would require her to use all her charms and charisma to win over clients.  Lizzie, grinned, giggling, excited at the prospects of entertaining new clients.  She thanked Ms Lewis and stepped through the doors into the room beyond.
There was an excited squeal, then more giggles.  None of the girls got to see what lay beyond.  Jessica was next.
“Jessica.  Such a stubborn girl to start.  Well, you’ve come a long way, and now here you are, the pretty, dark, alluring Jezebel, an up and coming fetish model, her own studio in her apartment, an agent to help you get bookings, ready become the next slutty starlet.”
Jezebel smiled, her heart skipping.  It sounded perfect.”
“Thank you Ms!”  She said.
Jezebel followed after Lizzie, entering into the unseen room, a gasp of delight, giggles, muffled moans.
More girls were called, more names, more jobs, more new lives, new beginnings.  Finally Cammy was called.
“Cammy, my pretty dumb pink bimbo slut.  How well you’ve turned out.  So ditzy and silly, so playful, such a sexy doll, those curves, those tits, those lips, that ass.  You’re going to make just the perfect cheerleader stripper aren’t you, Candy.”
Candy broke into a wide smile, a giggle.
“Yay!”  Candy said, bouncing, jiggling, clapping her hands.  “I’m, like, sooooo in love with my name!  It’s perfect.  Sweet, just like me!”
Candy followed after the other girls, into the room, the unseen pleasures of their celebration within, moans, sighs, giggles, the remaining girls looking anxious, excited.  The doors swung closed, and more names were called.
“Amanda and Kristi.”  Ms Lewis called finally.
The two best friends moved forwards, still holding hands, nervous, trembling.  At least they would be close together now, living near enough they could still see each other.
“Our lovely young couple.  You two are so perfect together.”  Ms Lewis said.  “Which is why you’ll be staying together, until you decide, possibly, or not, to part ways.  You two will be sharing an apartment, a bed, and your place of employment.  Kristi, you are going to be the personal assistant to a rather powerful attorney in the city.  She’s looking forward to training you with how she likes to be served, and Amanda, you will be Kristi’s secretary, serving both of them.”
The two girls beamed.
“How does that sound, Krystal and Amber?”
Amber and Krystal looked at each other, smiling, and, unable to restrain themselves, embraced each other, hugging, kissing.  Ms Lewis smiled, laughing, pleased to see her girls so happy.
“I take it that means you like your new place in the world?”  She asked.
Amber and Krystal blushed, breaking apart, nodding.
“Yes Ms.  Thank you.”  They said together.
“You are very welcome.  Its an honour and a joy seeing you girls grow into the women you’ve become.  Now, go and enjoy yourselves.  I’ll be in later with the other teachers to join you in your special celebration, but tonight is yours.  Rejoice, be happy, party.  You all earned it.”
Krystal and Amber nodded, turning and heading off into the room, the doors swinging closed behind them, the unseen debauchery only just getting into full swing.
Ms Lewis took a moment to herself, relishing the sense of satisfaction.  Her girls were young women now, ready to begin their new lives.  Tonight they would celebrate, and tomorrow they would leave.
She was proud of them, and happy with what they had achieved, what they had become, but was sad to see them go.  Not too sad though, since she knew that soon enough she would be getting a whole new class of femboys to transform, a new class of girls to train at the Femboy Reform School.
THE END…
FOR NOW…




A Thank You From Keary


Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 
Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.
Stay safe, and keep being amazing!
Keary xx




Also By Keary Hayes…




Conquered: Prince to Princess
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Elliot is prince and heir to the kingdom of Loralia, due to be crowned and wedded to his sweetheart lady Tessela, but when his lands are conquered by the forces of Lord Callus, everything changes.
Arriving at the castle that is his family’s ancestral strong hold, Lord Callus makes Elliot an offer.  Lord Callus will keep Elliot’s family and friends safe from harm provided he helps Lord Callus become King, but there one problem—Elliot is the sole heir, and there are no royal princesses.  So, to legitimise Lord Callus’s conquest, Elliot has to agree to become his princess, and his bride.
When Elliot accepts, seeing no other option other than to submit, he is collared by the court witch Lady Anancite.  Under the influence of the collar’s mystical charms Elliot becomes Eleanor, his mind and body reshaped by Lady Anancite’s magic.  Given only three days until the wedding, Eleanor is worked hard, her body feminized, her mind corrupted.
Taught to how to dress in pretty lingerie, how to strut in heels, how to please her Lord, Eleanor is made into the perfect bride for Lord Callus—a willing, obedient, pleasure addicted princess.  When the wedding day comes princess Eleanor is taken to the great hall, to be wedded in front of a gathering of family and friends and loyal subjects.  It is at the wedding that Lord Callus’ conquest is finalized, Eleanor’s final submission sealing the magic of her transformation—it is at her wedding, in front of those gathered to watch, that Elanor learns the true joy of becoming a beautiful sissy princess.




Empathy’s Curse I: A Paladin Falls
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Maroc, a mighty paladin, one of the goddess’s chosen warriors has almost cleansed the lands of the vile mongrel races, the beasts and demons who have plagued humanity. There is only one of their lords left, the mysterious, mighty Azine. However, Maroc’s confrontation does not go to plan and he is cursed.
Waking up as Marnie, a low level androgynous pretty boy with only one useful skill, Charm, and no memories, they set off on an adventure to find out what has happened to them. Encountering bandits, negotiating with merchants, and fending off imps, Marnie is forced to use every tool at their disposal. Cursed with the traits of Empathy, doomed to share the emotions and feelings of those close to them, and Adaptable, a body that changes based on the demands placed on it, to better suit Marnie’s activities and needs, it is not long before Marnie begins to change.
Facing both men and monsters, experiencing previously unknown pleasures, performing acts that they would once have thought sinful, Marnie learns that they are far from defenceless, and that their body and their Charm is not only pleasurable, but powerful. Resolved to solve the problem of their Curse, Marie is set on a path that may well change not just them, but the entire world…
Empathy’s Curse is an erotic fantasy themed adventure, containing scenes of a sexually explicit nature, featuring feminization, transformation, corruption, and monsters!




Healslut


[image: ]
It’s hard feeling like an outsider—going through life as a small, thin, geeky boy, never quite fitting in, no luck with girls, struggling to find your place in the world, plain, unnoticed, unexceptional, just another nobody. There’s always video games though, my escape into fantasy, the familiar comfort of my favourite hobby.
There I feel wanted, even needed… playing a healer for my team, supporting them, appreciated, and I get to play as my favourite character, the sexy angelic healer dressed in her skimpy, sexy demoness costume, mending my team mates as we battle together to win the match. In those moments I feel… free.
Things begin to change though when I’m matched with another player who takes charge of the team, a firm, commanding, almost domineering Tank who leads us to victory over and over again, ordering me about and complimenting me in a manner that makes me tingle in ways I’ve not felt before. Afterwards I get a message, telling me I was a good healslut, and he’d love to play with me again.
That word sparks a curiosity… what is a healslut? Why did the way he spoke to me make me feel special, wanted, desired.
Unable to deny my blossoming curiosity any longer I accept his offer. We play again, and the way he talks to me makes me squirm. The words he uses—pretty, sexy, good girl, Daddy, submit—make me squirm. Soon I am led on a journey of discovery and wonder, shown the joy of being smooth, soft, feminine, serving, the pleasures of being His good girl, and in the end I cannot deny that I want so desperately to be Daddy’s HEALSLUT.




Daddy’s Femboy Cheerleader
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Tyler is different: he’s small and slim and almost… pretty, but he likes being different, likes being himself, likes being cute, even if he isn’t the classical definition of masculine or handsome. Kraig, his step-father, likes Tyler too, and his acceptance and kindness has helped Tyler grow into the confident, charming young man he is.
Tyler doesn’t know what he would do without Kraig, the man who has always been there for him, even after his mother left them both. The pair have grown closer now they are alone, and Tyler can’t help but feel as thought something has changed in their relationship… the way Kraig looks at him, the way Tyler feels around his Daddy. Now though, the single women in the neighbourhood have their eye on Kraig, and Tyler can’t help but feel a little… jealous, even envious. How can Tyler show his strong, handsome, older, Daddy just how much he means to him, just how much he needs him?
When Tyler sees something he’s not supposed to, something clicks, and soon he has come up with a particularly naughty plan. As Tyler embraces his inner nature, embracing his prettiness, his cuteness, his femininity, he takes a leap into the unknown… offering himself up to his Daddy as a naughty, sexy, femboy. How will Daddy react, and just what is a Daddy to do with a naughty, sexy, femboy cheerleader?




About the Author


Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.
Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.
Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.
Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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